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IN FOUR CANTOS. 



TO WHICH IS ADDED 



Jarfe'* Banger* attb 9eltberaitce0. 



BY THE 

Hon. and Rev. ROBERT LIDDELL, 

FORMERLY VICAR OF ST. PAUL'S, WILTON PLACE, LONDON. 



WITH ILLUSTRATIONS, 
From Original Etchings by the Author. 



KELSO : 
J. & J. H. RUTHERFURD, 20, SQUARE. 

1884. 
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The following records of Angling localities and 
adventures were, in the first instance, printed for 
circulation only among private friends. Subsequent 
application for copies has been so frequent, as to 
induce the author, not without much diffidence, to 
publish the little poem. 

The illustrations from original sketches make no 
pretence whatever to artistic merit ; but will serve 
to represent, with a certain amount of accuracy, some 
of the scenes described in the letterpress. 

The author's best thanks are due to Mr. Ruther- 
furd, of Kelso, for the kind attention he has given 
to the publication. 

September } 1884. 
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CANTO I. 



% TObaie to iht Itoeeb at Mtltont 

At the end of the Season 1867. 
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To 

Colotul anb Jflra, %tzxmonth 

of the Pavilion, Melrose, 
and to 

Sir 2EiIIiam anb Uabg Scott 

of Antrum, 

The kind friends to ivhom 

the Author was indebted 

for the recreation herein described, 

THESE PAGES ARE DEDICATED. 
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A TRIBUTE TO THE TWEED. 



WS 9I0ME, quill of swan, or goose or hen, 
IttgHl Or anything that makes a pen ; 

Come, ink and blotting-book and paper, 
With sealing-wax and vesta taper, 
And envelope of usual size 
To hide my thoughts from curious eyes ; 
Lend me your aid, for want of better, 
To write a comic sort of letter 
To friends with whom I've been this dear month, 
Colonel and Mrs. Alick Learmonth — 
If they won't think their guest a silly *un 
For eulogizing their Pavilion — 
Not what was built by George the Fourth, 
But one far better, in the north, 
Where Tweed majestically flows 
'Twixt Abbotsford and fair Melrose. 
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" The Lay of the Last Angler" canto l 

And as old bards invoked the Muse 

Their thoughts with poetry to infuse, 

So Pd appeal in kindred manner 

To the Ephesian dame, Diana — 

'Tis true she never did aspire 

To sing in verse or strike the lyre ; 

Clio, Euterpe, or Apollo 

At music would have beat her hollow : — 

Still, to reject her would be treason, 

For which I'll give sufficient reason : 

She was the deity, I presume, 

Presiding o'er my sleeping room, 

For she was painted, nymphs and all, 

In an old picture on the wall. 

I can't forget the sight so recent, 

'Twas classical, but not quite decent ; 

Yet Art won't look at things in my sense — 

It claims what's called poetic license. 

Mind, I deny these claims pretentious ; 

Such license often is licentious. 

The posture of Diana's good, 

But, to say truth, she's almost nude. 

As for her nymphs, they're having fun 

With absolutely nothing on ; 
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Canto i. A Tribute to the Tweed. 

And nymphs are naughty, if they roam 
Abroad, yet leave their clothes at home ! 
Merry they are, and full of laughter, 
I daren't say what tricks they're after : 
Enough of this queer scene I've sung, 
'Twere better now to hold my tongue. 
I only fear, if I refuse 
To invoke Diana as my muse, 
Or if, not meaning to be rude, 
Upon her bathing I intrude, 
That she her hounds may set poor me on, 
And tear me up like young Actaeon. 
Besides, she had a taste for sporting, 
Save when Endymion she was courting ; 
Nimble she was, and fleet of foot, 
And skilful both to hunt and shoot ; 
Her fishing I don't know about, 
Either for salmon or for trout ; 
I scarcely think those fish are found 
In Greece, or such-like classic ground : 
It's not a case involving mystery, 
But a mere fact of natural history. 
And now, methinks, I've said enough 
About Diana and such stuff; 
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"The Lay of the Last Angler" canto i. 

So I'll commence a plain narration 
Of my late fishing emigration — 
An "outing" I shall long remember 
At the beginning of November. 

One night, when all things were quiescent, 
I left my house in Wilton Crescent, 
And booked myself a first-class fare 
To go by mail from Euston Square. 
You'll say I was a lucky elf 
To get a carriage to myself; 
For when the guard had locked the door 
I laid the cushions on the floor, 
And with some things beneath my head 
I lay as flat as in a bed, 
Quite comfortable, warm, and snug, 
With plaid, and cloak, and railway rug ; 
And so I rested many a mile, 
In fact, until we reached Carlisle. 
There scarce ten minutes were allowed 
To breakfast in an awful crowd, 
While railway porters made a rout 
In shifting all the luggage out ; 
For here we left the Glasgow line 
To join the Waverley and North Tyne. 
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canto I. A Tribute to the Tweed. 

Oh ! 'twas a lovely morn ! The sua 

Gilt the hill-tops on which it shone ; 

While all below in shadow lay 

Of neutral tint and pearly grey ; 

But the low grounds with rime were white, 

For it had frozen hard at night. 

We soon arrived at Melrose station 

Where my kind host's consideration 

Had sent his horses and his brougham 

To bring me, bag and baggage, home. 

The Colonel greets me at his gate 

With hearty welcome, but can't wait : 

He's mounted on a chestnut steed, 

Of matchless form and thorough breed, 

Which prances, eager to be gone, 

As is dear Jack, the Colonel's son, 

A beautiful and rosy lad, 

In boots and knickerbockers clad. 

He sits his pony like a man ; 

If once he's off, catch him who can ! 

They're going down to Gladswood rocks 

To draw the coverts for a fox. 

The Colonel 's only time to say, 

" The river will not fish to-day — 
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io " The Lay of the Last Angler" canto i. 

The rain last week has brought it down, 
But 'twill, we trust, be ready soon. 
Now, pray, go in : I hope you'll find 
Your room and all things to your mind : 
You've time to change your dress, and then 
They'll serve the breakfast about ten : 
That's been our usual hour of late ; 
Luncheon at two, and dine at eight." 

Then I'm saluted in the hall 
By a young matron, grand and tall, 
With outstretched hand and winning grace 
Bidding me welcome to the place. 
Now, come, Diana, and inspire 
Your votary with becoming fire, 
Lest I should fail, as I intend, 
To thank my charming female friend, . 
The Colonel's better half, I mean, 
Of fair Melrose the fairest queen, 
Of whom it no unmeaning boast is, 
That she's a fascinating hostess. 
She's most attentive to her guests, 
Anticipating their requests ; 
But her wee chicks of tender age 
Her fondest interests engage. 
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Canto i. A Tribute to the Tweed. i 1 

For them the loving mother lives ; 
To them her chief attention gives. 
She guides her household with the air 
Of an experienced menagere, 
Keeps everything in nice array 
Without pretension or display. 
Then I admire, I'll confess, 
Her great simplicity of dress. 
For when a woman's form and face 
Are handsome, 'tis an extra grace 
And beauty, not to be denied, 
To be devoid of beauty's pride ; 
Meekly to take what God has given 
For what it is, a gift from heaven. 
Charms, too elaborate, are lost — 
" When unadorned, adorned the most." 
Now, breakfast o'er, I go with speed 
To see John Purdy and the Tweed ; 
They're close at hand — a little stroll 
Across a bright and grassy knoll. 
I found old John within his cottage 
Quietly dining on some pottage — 
A symptom, between me and you, 
There's nought upon the Tweed to do 
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12 " The Lay of the Last Angler." canto i. 

Now, John and I are oldish friends, 
O'er forty years our time extends ; 
He's been with me for many a spurt on 
The streams and pools of bonnie Merton ; 
He's given me many a useful lesson 
How to " be cannie," or to press on 
A heavier strain against one's fish, 
And tire it out, as he would wish. 
He could get out a splendid line 
Into the wind, or " fishing fine ;" 
In heavy water, when afloat, 
No one could beat him with the boat ; 
In short, he's master of the art 
In all details and every part. 
If Cambridge gave degrees to anglers 
John would be first of Senior Wranglers ! 
" How are ye, John ?" " A'm verra weel ; 
A've just been gettin* a bit meal j 
A'm glad tae see ye : pleese, sit doon ; 
A'm thinking ye're frae Lunnan toon. 
Hoo's V the family, I wonder ? 
They'll be in France, or some ways thonder ?" 
" Well, John, and how's the water ?" " Eh ? 
She's risen ower five fut the day ; 
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canto i. A 'Tribute to the Tweed. 13 

She's drummelt sair, and ia a spate ; 

Ye'U no get ony feshing yet. 

There's rain up wast, foment the border ; 

She'll tak' twa days 'ore she's in order ; 

She wunna fesh." Now, by the bye, 

I'd like to know the reason why 

A river's always called a she ? 

I own it often puzzles me. 

If Tweed's a she — that is, a maid — 

It may with honesty be said 

That she's a most capricious jade. 

The patience of a Job it taxes 

When she incontinently waxes — 

That is, you think it's running in, 

And fishing will ere long begin, 

When down she comes, as if in laughter, 

And you must wait for three days after. 

You wait, and then perhaps with pain 

You witness just the same again. 

You've only got to kick your heels, 

Dawdle, make flies, or bob for eels ! 

Well ! wait — as you have often waited ; 

Ere long your appetite may be sated *, 
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14 u The Lay of the Last Angler T canto i. 

Be patient — wait — and then at last 
The chances are you'll have a cast. 
Besides, if you don't fish, there's leisure 
"With friends to take some other pleasure. 
For instance, Mrs L. proposed 
To go, before the evening closed, 
To Abbotsford, a classic spot 
Immortalised by Walter Scott. 

It was in Autumn, thirty-one, 
The evening of his setting sun, 
When I'd the privilege to be 
The guest of such a man as he, 
In the last party which he gave 
Before he sank into his grave. 
I'll tell as well as I am able 
The persons sitting round his table. 
Sir Walter Scott, his daughter Anne, 
His soldier son, a splendid man ; 
Lockhart, his son-in-law, and wife — 
He wrote, you know, Sir Walter's Life ; 
Wordsworth the poet ; Allan, too, 
Who " The Circassian Captives " drew ; 
And Wordsworth's child, a damsel staid \ 
With nephew Charles, now Bishop made ; 
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Canto i. A Tribute to the Tweed. 1 5 

And James, not he of " Naval War," 

But pleasant author of a score 

Of novels (one just like the other) ; 

Old Lady Polwarth (late Lord's mother) ; 

Myself, my brother s wife, and brother. 

One day we went, like merry grigs, 

In coaches, phaetons, and gigs, 

Through stubble brown and flowery mead 

Along the sunny banks of Tweed, 

Into the glen, more steep and narrow, 

Of Newark and romantic Yarrow. 

It was a touching sight to see 
Those aged bards of minstrelsy 
Sauntering together, arm in arm, 
'Mid scenes with ancient mem'ries warm ! 
Old Newark's towers in ruins grey 
"Were emblems of their own decay ; 
Their pleasure not unmixed with pain — 
They never met on earth again ! 
But Wordsworth that sweet walk records 
In sonnet of his pensive words, 
The flicker of a dying flame, 
" Yarrow Revisited M is its name. 
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In it, or note, he condescends 

To mention some " young giddy friends," 

Which meant, in truth, Anne Scott and. me, 

Who climbed the walls in youthful glee, 

And mounted up that hillock steep 

Which marks the castle's ancient keep. 

But hold ! — those thoughts of days gone by 

Raise an involuntary sigh. 

Where are those friends ? Alas ! all gone ! 

Their record the sepulchral stone. 

Some names, indeed, can never die, 

But live enshrined in history. 

Yet death has struck them all but three — 

The Bishop, Ravensworth, and me. 

Excuse this little episode, 
And f 11 resume a sprightlier mood. 
Well, then! the weather's coming on, 
The glass has risen, the sun has shone ; 
The river's dark, and running still 
Swift as the sluices from a mill ; 
But I'm informed, if I go out, 
There's just a chance to raise a trout 
On the north side of t€ Brig-end " pool, 
Where the thin water runs more dull. 
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canto i. A Tribute to the Tweed. 1 7 

Mind, by a trout they mean a Bull, 
With which, at times, the river's full. 
" A Bull ! an Irish bull «" you'll say, 
" You're surely chaffing us iu play." 
No ; I'm in earnest ; understand 
I don't mean bulls that live on land, 
But the bull-trout, which, when a chitling, 
Is better known by name of whitling. 
Though quite distinct, 'tis near a salmon — 
I'm really speaking without gammon ; 
They're strong and greedy, and I've found 
Them weighing up to eighteen pound. 
I took one in " The Webbs " one day, 
After some very vigorous play, 
Which Purdy thought would be a prize 
(For salmon then was on the rise), 
But when he'd cleik'd it, with his foot 
He gave a kick, and shouted, " Hoot ! 
It's but a muckle ugly troot !" 
Its market price per pound, he knew, 
Instead of toipence, was but two. 
Well, now we're off— not John and I, 
For John is sent to Coventry ! — 
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I'm not alluding to the town, 
But to an angler of renown, 
Who halves the water with my friend, 
And catches salmon without end. 
It can't be helped — and, failing John, 
I'm introduced to Richardson, 
Of whom experience makes me see 
That he's a famous deputy. 
He has been here for eight years past 
(I hope this year's by no means last), 
And put by Mr Broadwood first on 
At the Pavilion from Makerston. 
Stalwart in form, of carriage bold, 
And about thirty-five years old ; 
Quiet in movement, keen of eye, 
And ever watchful of your fly ; 
He doesn't care for getting wet, 
And is first-rate with boat or net •, 
He never throws a chance away, 
But on a cast will make you stay 
If there's a prospect e'er so small 
Of raising any fish at all ; 
He's civilest and best of creatures, 
With genial smile and open features ; 
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Canto i. A tribute to the Tweed. 19 

Ask him, " Shall we have sport ?" I guess 
He'll say, " Oh yass !" that is, O yes. 
I value such a humble friend, 
Who perseveres unto the end ; 
I always yield me to his whim, 
For he knows me and I know him \ 
To share my luncheon him I ask, 
And serve him first from pocket flask, 
Une petite goutte, with " Here's more luck !" 
Gives to us each the greater pluck. 
With such, I find — it may seem funny — 
That courtesy does more than money ; 
And if you prove to henchman stout 
That you know well what you're about, 
Or if with him your simple plea is 
You're every bit as keen as he is, 
Why, then, be sure you'll stick together 
Just like a sole and upper leather. 
Now that I've helped you well to scan 
The portrait of this fisherman, 
We're fairly off— the tackle ready — 
The coble launched, secure and steady — 
The line at work, the rod as well so 
(A beauteous tool from Forrest, Kelso !) 
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The hour of day 'twixt three and four — 
" Hurrah ! I'm on the Tweed once more ! " 
" Eh ! she's an awfu' heavy water !" 
(That means there's little chance of slaughter). 
" Ye'll pleese to keep your rod-point low 
To sink the flee, an' move it slow ; 
She's ower thick for fesh, I fear, 
But ye mae heuk a bull-troot here ; 
I see'd ane splash in there this minnit ; 
Ye're verra near — next cast '11 win it." 
Hullo ! what's that? — a check so slight 
It seemed no more than minnow's bite. 
Was that a beastie, then, I wonder ? 
Another cast — the fly well under — 
A draw this time ! I give a twist, 
Inexplicable, with the wrist. 
I've got him ! — oh ! the pleasant feel 
When home is struck the pointed steel ! 
Then comes a swag — a jerking shake, 
And vain attempts the line to break ; 
The rod responds with fatal spring, 
There's scarce a chance for such a thing. 
A run or two— a plunge — a flounder — 
And then we've netted our six-pounder. 
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Tis little that, and scarce worth winning, 
But still it's always a beginning — 
A jackal goes before a lion, 
Tis stimulus next day to try on. 

* So in the morn we're out again ; 
The river's " big," but no more rain ; 
The atmosphere both cool and fresh, 
And Richardson foretells " some fesh." 
The upper water's still our mark, 
Where we left off when it was dark ; 
But higher up along the shore's 
A cast they call the Naas* or Nores : ~ 

Here we begin with might and main, 
But our first trial 's ail in vain ; 
For when there's so much water on 
The chances there are not begun. 
So next we go to " Brig-end" stream, 
Where the side-current curds like cream. 
The cast is changed — the fly the same, 
A " double toppy " is its name, 
Mixed body, tinsel, blue at shoulder, 
On largish hook, a certain holder ; 

* Query, Narrows. 
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22 " The Lay of the Last Angler' 9 canto i. 

The wing is from a turkeys tail, 
The middle dark, but both ends pale. 

Now here I'll venture just to mention 
A few good rules which need attention. 
The line should be obliquely cast, 
And when across the run it's past 
Hang it at angle eighty-five 
With your rod-point — then its alive 
To the least check — you needn't fear — 
Without endangering your gear 
You strike effectually your prey, 
Or deftly move the line away, 
That if he chance to miss the fly 
He's not afraid again to try. 
But striking awkward from the shoulder, 
You've little hope of being a holder j 
You strain your line, or splash the water, 
Creating terror in that quarter ; 
You scare the fish, or he scares you 
By snapping your poor line in two ! 
" What wretched luck I've had," you'll say, 
"To lose that splendid fish to-day !" 
Now, don't be angry — pray, be cool ; 
Don't say " You lie," or call me fool. 
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Canto I. A Tribute to the Tweed. 23 

" I'll tell you why you failed to kill ; 
It wasn't want of luck, but skill." 
Then here's a maxim learnt of old, 
Always fish deep if water's cold j 
And if the river runs apace 
You'll find them in a " cheeky" place ; 
The side against the rock is best, 
For there the fish can lie and rest. 

Well ! " Brig-end " was to be respected, 
The fish came just where we expected ; 
She took it well beneath the surface 
Without a rise, or shewing her face. 
The grip was good, the hook held fast, 
And ere six minutes quite were past 
We had her laid upon the ground, 
A "baggit" weighing eighteen pound. 
No more up there, — we change the fly, 
And next the " Quarry Stream" we try. 
There with a second we give battle, 
A seventeen-pounder — such a rattle ! 
The stream was strong — all boil and bubble, 
And so the salmon gave us trouble. 
I was delighted, for this reason, 
That John had said, in all the season 
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24 " The Lay of the Last Angler" canto l 

They'd only taken one fish there -, 

So I'd looked on it with despair. 

Below John's house we got a third, 

About twelve pound ; and then we heard 

Along the road the dog-cart roll 

To take us down to " Cowie's Hole," 

Distant about two miles or more — 

I'd never seen the cast before, 

And a prime cast it is, no doubt, 

As I in substance soon found out. 

We didn't leave that favourite spot 

Till two more salmon we had got, 

Both sixteen pound, and each a clipper, 

The first a baggit, next a kipper. 

Now baggtfs designated so 

From bag or sac, which holds her roe ; 

And " kipper" has his name from kip 

Or hook upon the nether lip, 

With which a male fish ploughs a "redd" 

Or furrow for the spawning bed. 

And now we take our homeward track 
With more than two stone on our back — 
I mean by " our," let me own, 
Not mine, but that of Richardson. 
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I rest awhile — and then we dine, 
And talk of angling o'er our wine. 

Speaking of wine, don't think me vicious 
If I pronounce my hosts delicious — 
Credite, amici, verbis tneis I 
It's all as generous as he is — 
The claret was a perfect treat 
I know not if it were Lafitte, 
Or Chateau Margaux, but I'll say 
" Vin de la premiere qualite" 
As to the port, were you to try it, 
Money, you'd think, could scarcely buy it ; 
High flavoured, limpid, bright, and pure, 
You may enjoy it — yet be sure 
(Barring excess) you'll find no sorrow, 
Sickness, or headache on the morrow. 

Next day my host and I went out 
To have another fishing bout. 
He took " The Whirls •," and I began 
With Richardson, the fisherman, 
Above the bridge, and then below, 
Two casts, in each of which you throw 
From boat anent the southern shore 
(Though when I saw the place before, 
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In Mr. Broadwood s time, we tried 

To cover it from the other side.) 

Such changes happen, I opine, 

From water being " full " or " fine." 

Here I " gat nought :" Le Colonel, 

Who fishes wonderfully well, 

In wading, landed two or three — 

I cannot speak with certainty. 

(He beat me then ; but I may say 

I paid him back another day ; 

Next time we fished it I got more, 

For I accomplished number four.) 

We waited until he had done, 

And from our side went down the run. 

There, as the salmon were in plenty, 

We bagged a fish of one-and-twenty, 

Another, too, of barely ten, 

(A weight not worthy of my pen) ; 

Then dropping lower, tried " Boat Sheii" 

The Colonel going to " Elm Wheel," 

Or to the cast below, where he 

Killed by himself a twenty-three. 

The night turned cold — we homeward wended, 

And so our second day was ended. 
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Canto i. A Tribute to the Tweed. 27 

On Saturday the sun was splendid 
In cloudless sky, but not intended, 
With all that brilliancy and spangle, 
To suit a brother of the angle ; 
Yet out we went to take our chance 
(" Pis-aller," as they say in France.) 
Up at the Nores we first begin, 
And only move a single fin 5 
But 'twas a monarch of the pool— 
One of the breed they call " grey schule," 
Because the shoal is dark and grey 
(A separate kind of fesh, they say), 
Not silver in the skin, like others, 
Though as salmonidae they're brothers. 
They're late in running (I've not caught 'em 
Before the latter end of autumn), 
And always heavy those I've seen : 
This chap in weight was just nineteen. 
We then continued casting on, 
Although our hope of sport was gone. 
Experience proves that fish won't rise 
While the sun's sparkling in their eyes 
Or is reflected on the line, 
Especially when the river's fine. 
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The one exceptional chance of slaughter 

Is when the sun shines up the water, 

Which, as they lie head up, can't blind them, 

Simply because it comes behind them. 

But for this early mornings best, 

The river running east from west ; 

And this chance also now was lost 

Through prevalence of autumn frost, 

For while that influence chills the air 

Not one in fifty fish will stir ; 

Yet if there's sunshine all the day, 

At least it melts the frost away. 

Thus in mishaps we find some food 

To foster a contented mood — 

" Tis an ill wind that blows no good ;" 

And if the salmon will not rise, 

Still one gets air and exercise, 

Which of themselves are boons, ye ken, 

To us poor sedentary men, 

Whose usual walk is up and down 

The pavements of a smoky town. 

Well ! we had plenty of this boon, 

And nothing else, till afternoon, 
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When we reached " Cowie's Hole" once more 

Between the hours of three and four — 

A most bewitching time of day, 

When fish are feeding or at play. 

Now with fresh hopes we feast our eyes on 

The sun approaching the horizon : 

His rays no longer hurtful prove, 

Or pierce the river from above, 

But strike obliquely off the sky ; 

Just kiss the water as they fly, 

Like swallows dimpling its face 

In the swift circles of their chase, 

Then all surrounding objects fold 

In one bright blaze of molten gold ; 

Each wavelet of the dancing stream 

Is crested with that fiery gleam, 

And the whole atifaosphere is mellow 

With orange, red, and gorgeous yellow ! 

The glories of this Martin-mass 

Can never from my memory pass. 

I'm fond of drawing ; yet I wish 

Not to draw landscape now, but Jish ! 

So let me tell you how we plied 

Our rod in that sweet eventide. 
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We were not idle ; for we took 
Three fish with one attractive hook 
As quick as I could pull them out, 
Considering their resistance stout. 
A fourth was on, and tired, but yet 
Escaped when almost in the net. 
The weight of booty, when 'twas won, 
Was eighteen, nineteen, twenty-one. 

Now 'tis my happiness to tell 
The chief event which me befell ; 
But as this case of fish and fin 
Forced mea" doctor " to call in, 
So first this doctor I'll describe 
As most efficient of the tribe 
Of artificial flies on Tweed, 
And many other streams indeed. 
For tail a golden pheasant's crest 
(Mind, not too long, a short one's best) ; 
Above it just a little red 
Of wool (repeated at the head) ; 
Next it, two turns of silk, but yellow, 
To make him a real handsome fellow ; 
The body ditto, of pale blue, 
With the same tint for hackle too ; 
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Three turns of silver tinsel, or 
If the fly's large, you may put four ; 
For shoulder, next the hackle, then 
A feather from the guinea hen. 
Prepare a mixture for the wings — 
That is, a lot of different things — 
Sprigs of macaw, both red and blue, 
And from an Indian bustard too ; 
From golden pheasant's tail a flake, 
With jungle cock, and back of drake \ 
A tippet sometimes forms the rest, 
And over all a larger crest. 
(Mind, if you can procure the same 
Just tipped with red, as if a flame, 
Don't grudge on it to spend your cash, 
Nor think that my advice is rash ; 
I've proved it often worth the pelf, 
Because I make my flies myself.) 
Lastly, add eyes from a blue chatterer, 
And you've a salmon's deadly flatterer. 
But if the evening's dark and moody 
You substitute a " silver body," 
You'll find at twilight that's the thing, 
It supersedes the old " White Wing \ 
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The other dressings are the same, 
And " Silver Doctor" is its name — 
Though doctors, I've been often told, 
Don't want your silver, but your gold ! 
I'll add that no M.D.'s prescription 
Can beat a dose of this description j 
Of this I've had experience ample, 
And now I'll give you an example. 
One time the Colonel kindly said, 
Td better leave the boat and wade 
To fish that cast they call " The Whirls," 
No doubt because the water curls 
Adown its rough and rocky channel. 
(Twas cold, but I was cased in flannel.) 
Commencing, I put on " Jock Scott," 
But not a single rise I got ; 
Perhaps because from anxious wish 
The whole of this fine cast to fish, 
I had commenced the work too high — 
At any rate I changed the fly, 
Put off " Jock Scott " as labour spent 
In vain, and " to the Doctor went" — 
(Not Michael Scott, the wizard grey, 
Recorded in the " Minstrels lay," 
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Who, if alive, " could say to thee 

The words that cleft Eildons hills in three, 

And bridled the Tweed with a curb of stone," 

But a more recent wizard — one 

Who at the present day is known 

As keeper of the late Lord John, 

The kindest soul one ever knew, 

And brother of the " bold Buccleuch ;" 

By this Jock was the fly invented 

Which to my readers is presented.) 

This " wizard," then, I now discarded, 

And for the change was soon rewarded. 

Scarce was I " doctored " when a draw 

Hints to M.D. to " hold his jaw " — 

That is, the salmon's jaw ; my Doctor 

Had dosed his patient, though he shocked her — 

For 'twas a her — a twenty-one-er 

Fresh from the sea — a " reg'lar stunner." 

Scarce was she out, when next 1 fix 

A kipper strong, of twenty-six — 

Then seventeen — and then another 

Sixteen — and all without a bother. 

The play and landing of the four 

Took half an hour, or little more. 
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Now, mind you, I was quite alone : 
(For Learmonth and his man were gone 
Above the Bridge to have a cast — 
Not bad, but nothing to this last) ; 
The problem was how I should land 
These fish, alone, and with my hand. 
I did it thus — and so might you, 
If the same tactics you pursue : 
When the fish had the hook within it 
I didn't lose a single minute, 
But quickly gained the water-side, 
Which shallowed on a shingle wide j 
Then, keeping up an even strain, 
While fishie tugs with might and main, 
I backward step until my place is 
From water edge full thirty paces. 
Now, if the rod be held upright, 
Well bent, and all the tackle tight, 
The stream usurps no strain of line ; 
The fish bears all — and soon is mine. 
Infuriate, but in vain he flies 
Hither and thither — madly tries 
With tail or edge of rock to cut 
My slender thread of single gut, 
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(It is so slender, round, and clear, 
You scarce can see it in the air 5 
But when its toughness you combine 
With spring of rod and horse-hair line, 
It forms a leverage of strength 
To tire the largest fish at length.) 
Now, here's the pinch where I improve 
Th' advantage of my earliest move — 
The fish is not afraid of me — 
I'm too far off for him to see. 
What's the result ? I coax him in 
Towards the edge where water's thin ; 
The rapid stream no longer fills 
His mouth, or permeates his gills. 
Hence he receives a less supply 
Of oxygen, and begins to die ; 
For as we faint, if wanting air, 
And sink enfeebled on our chair, 
Just so the fish runs short of breath — 
You plague him literally to death. 
He keeps his weight, but can't preserve 
Muscular force, through want of nerve. 
Behold him now, a glittering prize 
Lie flapping there before your eyes ! 
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Upon the edge I have him stranded ; 
But he's not safe until he's landed ; 
This is, in fact, the awful crisis — 
Help me, Osiris and Isis ! 
For, if you've leave from him of Ammon, 
You catch far heavier fish than salmon ; 
Because, being resident on the Nile, 
You can " go in" for crocodile — 
He's not so handsome, but he's bigger, 
And the best bait 's to spin a nigger ! 
But if the hook within him lingers, 
Take my advice, and mind your fingers ! 
Or to ensure them from a spike 
You 'd better practice first on pike ! 

Joking apart, without a sound 
I lay my rod upon the ground, 
And cutting in behind my prey 
I turn him from the stream away — 
His tail affords a fatal grasp, 
Quite easy for the hand to clasp — 
I don't attempt to lift him yet, 
For fish are slippery when they're wet ; 
But from the water turn his snout, 
And as he lies, just tail him out ! 
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Sliding him cannily up the shingle, 

While temples throb, and fingers tingle. 

Now, that's the way I served the four, 

And fain would try it on some more. 

Here HI remark a Tweedside Scot 

Has odd ideas of doctors got •, 

He cannot have much faith their skill in 

To quote them, not for cures, but killin ! 

A salmon's " cured " with salt and smoke— 

A salmon " doctored " is no joke. 

It does not seem to be enough 

To fill his mouth with nauseous stuff; 

A " Doctor's " brought to punch his head, 

The dose repeating till he's dead I 

For thus they designate, in chaff, 

A thing like a policeman's staff, 

With which they rap him on the skull 

Till he's to all sensation dull — 

A dubious compliment to pay, 

To all the doctors of the day ! 

If of such deeds a jury heard, or 

Gave verdict, 'twould be, "Wilful murder" — 

True, the fish does not lose, but gain, 

Because he's quickly freed from pain ; 
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But doctors, as it seems to me, 

Suffer a grievous obloquy ! — 

Why don't the faculty unite 

Anglers for libel to indite, 

And for large damages apply 

To soothe their wounded dignity ? 

But, after all, they need not care, 

For quizzes other people share : 

And 'tis an honour which they gain, 

That they their multitudes have slain. 

Flies are so various in each region, 

We might denominate them " legion." 

The catalogue my brain bewilders : 

There's " Lascelles," " Denison," and "Childers," 

There's " Baronet " from Richard Sutton 

(All yellow, which we've often put on), 

There's " Colonel," " General," and " Major," 

(Each would fish t'other for a wager !) 

And " Butcher," whom to try you're willing, 

For he's professional at killing ; 

There's "Parson," "Fairy," "Dragon," "Tartan," 

Not to forget another smart 'un 

Known on the Tweed as " Durham Ranger," 

Which often puts the fish in danger. 
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Now, for great connoisseurs 'tis well 
On these minutiae to dwell ; 
But a few patterns, I'll confess, 
Satisfy me — say six, or less. 
I like to rise by early light, 
Or, if need be, to work at night, 
And tie myself a fly or two, 
Which for the occasion ought to do. 
You choose your colours, dull or gay, 
According to the style of day ; 
But the main truth of killing flies 
Is less in pattern than in size. 
A fisherman takes up your book 
With rather supercilious look, 
As if to say, " Don't you pretend 
To vie with me in this, my friend !" 
He turns the pages inside out, 
And rummages each hook about ; 
At last he takes a certain fly, 
And holds it up against the sky, 
Or watches its effect afloat 
In the clear stream beside the boat, 
As if to test his own selection, 
Before he gives it his affection. 
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Now, if you're wise you'll raise no question, 
But simply act on his suggestion ; 
For though the man's of humble station, 
He's master of the situation. 
Ask him his reason, and he's dumb- 
He calculates by rule of thumb — 
That is, by instinct — yet you'll find 
The fish are generally of his mind ; 
But clearly, in his choice of flies, 
He's most punctilious about size. 
You must have substance, do believe me, 
To bring up fish, if water's heavy ; 
But when the river's running fine 
With smaller hooks you bait your line. 
I've seen great lumping fish pulled out 
With little things you'd use for trout. 
That contest often ends in smoke — 
I mean you're likely to be broke ; 
But there's no choice when water's small — 
'Tis either this or none at all. 

And now you'll wish that I was done, 
For a tremendous yarn I've spun ! 
But one adventure I must tell, 
Which at Makerston me befel ; 
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A contest with a prince of kippers 

In a wild cast they call " South Clippers." 

The river here, it must be said, 

Runs on a solid rocky bed 

That's honeycombed and split in furrows, 

Through which the water seethes and burrows. 

A central ridge above these seams 

Divides them into kindred streams, 

Which are denoted South and North, 

And are about of equal worth. 

In each the channel's deep and narrow, 

The current speeding like an arrow 

From archer's bow ; while rocks afford 

To running fish a " casual ward." 

We were just landing a bull-trout, 

When from the eddy's tail sprung out 

A salmon with so bold a rise 

As to exaggerate his size. 

" Heh ! what a fesh ! 'twas gey an' clear, 

Ave no' seen bonnier the year ! 

A'm thinking, yet All no' declare, 

He's eicht-an-twunty pund or mair ! 

We'll juist examine a' the gear, 

An' tak' the best precautions here : 
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If ye heuk thon, I ken it weel, 

Hell fecht ye like the verra deil ?" 

So said, so done— our careful eyes 

TV entire tackle scrutinize ; 

Nay more, we try each knot and strand 

By heavy tension through the hand ; 

The cast-line bravely stands the test, 

For Bernard serves me with the best ; 

There's not a flaw y then we prepare 

To fish the cast again with care. 

The line each inch of water covers, 

Till my seductive Doctor hovers 

Precisely o'er the very place 

Where we had seen our patient's face. 

Our first attempt has no success — 

" He's shy of visitors, I guess " — 

He mightn't see, or else the sight 

Served but to whet his appetite — 

Next time he's up, and no mistakes ! 

An angry boil the surface breaks, 

In token that he's come at last, 

And I have hooked him hard and fast ! 

" Eh, sir ! ye've getten haud ! that's grand \ 

Be cannie ! Keep 'im weel in hand. 
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Ye mauna let 1m droon yere line, 
But keep foment him — so — that's fine. 
Reel up ! — there's rocks in there ! — behind ! 
Hell rax ye, if ye dinna mind !" 
These are the sort of interjections, 
Commixed with many sage reflections', 
Which oft salute my wond'ring ears 
While salmo struggles and careers — 
Then of a sudden, all is still ! 
He's sulking now — and sulk he will ! 
" The muckle beest !" poor Hendrie groans, 
And takes to pelting him with stones ; 
Though I keep up a heavy strain, 
Move him I can't — it's all in vain 5 
I've lost all purchase •, you must know 
He's in some ledge of rock below : 
The line by this obstruction flanked, 
And in great risk of being " hanked." 
Thus I held on, bereft of power, 
For fully more than half an hour ; 
Hendrie still trying to dislodge him, 
And with the pole of net to podge him. 
Twas, you'll admit, a great disheart'ner 
To have this kind of sleeping partner ! 
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Sleeping ! you'll say — that's a mistake ; 

Methinks your partners wide awake ! 

He's given you " check," at any rate— 

Take care it doesn't prove checkmate ! 

For till you get a counter strain 

To bear upon him once again. 

You'll no more draw him from that shelf 

Than you can move the rock itself. 

Now, that this last attempt be made 

There's nothing for it but to wade. 

When young, I might have tried th' experiment 

In desperation, or in merriment ; 

But now I'll keep to solid ground ; 

I've no intention to be drowned. 

Just at this pinch I've notice " walcome," 

" Here comes George Wright and Mr Malcolm." 

George Wright's a slim and wiry fellow 

With hair between a red and yellow, 

You'll know what's meant if I say " foxy," 

A creature qualified for his proxy ; 

Or, rather, he's a kind of otter, 

For in Makerston there's no spot or 

Stone up above the stream or under, 

But what he knows without a blunder. 
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He soon took in the exact position, 
And solved it like a math matician. 
" Lend me the rod/' says he quite pat, 
" And 111 persuade him out o' that." 
What can I do ? — I'm in a mess — 
Pocket my pride and acquiesce. 
With that, he leans on Hendrie's shoulders, 
And jumps knee deep on sunken boulders, 
Poising himself across each stone 
Like Blondin when the tight rope on ; 
But if at any step he'd slipped 
Beyond his depth he must have dipped, 
Which might have been a fatal fall 
For booted George, and rod, and all. 
The issue you will take for granted — 
He got the purchase that he wanted. 
The rod-point turned another way, 
Proceeded to unshelve the prey ; 
The fish once more was made to feel 
The pressure of the vengeful steel ; 
To generalship obliged to yield, 
And fairly ousted from his bield ; 
But though constrained to use his fin, 
He's not a thought of giving in. 
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Described to me as, speaking candid, 
€€ A fesher juist entirely splandid.") 
The children of that dear old place 
Inherit all their parents' grace : 
They're specimens of breeding high, 
And full of gentle courtesy. 
So the house breathes an atmosphere 
Of warmth, and love, and gen'rous cheer. 

Twould be but a rechauffee dish 
To tell the capture of each fish : 
My total, counting these two more 
Caught at Makerston, reached a score \ 
Their weight, as taken on the ground, 
Three hundred, sixty, and five pound : 
The average, upwards of eighteen, 
Was larger than I'd ever seen ; 
But others, I was told, had done 
An average of twenty-one. 
Well ! I'm content ; for without wrangling 
I had a first-rate bit of angling. 

Here, then, concludes my fishing visit ; 
You're free to laugh, my friends, and quiz it. 
Guilty I'll plead to many a flaw, 
Yet judge me not by Jedburgh law, 
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Since that was far too grave for laughter, 

They hung you first, and tried you after ! 

But criticise me as you will, 

111 keep to windward of you still, 

For there's a maxim true with fins 

As well as men — he laughs who wins. 

So 111 laugh too ; for I profess 

My outing was a great success. 
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To Charlotte, Alexander s gentle mate, 

Whose unassuming ways add charm to beauty y 

A northern guest desires to dedicate 

These lines in token of his grateful duty. 
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REE years ago, an angler tried to write. 
For friends' amusement, an exact narration 
Of some events, which gave him much delight, 
In the brief compass of a month's vacation. 



It told of his adventures in the Tweed, 
That queen of rivers, on the Scottish border, 
Whose salmon fishing nothing can exceed, 
Provided that the water be in order. 

The hospitable home where he was guest, 
Was in a beautiful secluded quarter ; 
They called it " Snuggery," and " Cushats Nest," 
Embosomed in its trees above the water. 

The peaks of Eildon's range might thence be seen, 
Gleaming with tints of Autumn's golden glory, 
While on their slopes were woods and pastures green, 
Around Melrose, so famed in classic story. 
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In close proximity the river sped 

Its downward course, through rocky scaur and 

shingle, 
Now tossed in waves along th' uneven bed, 
With raucous sounds that make one's life-blood tingle - r 

Then gliding into pools at calmer pace, 
Where the deep channel makes its progress steady, 
Though oily circles, bursting on its face, 
Proclaim to fisher's eye the run or eddy. 

In such a spot a casual plunge denotes 
That finny monsters lie beneath secluded ; 
And if your fly above them deftly floats, 
Perchance to take it they may be deluded. 

Not that it's done so easy as you think, 
However skilled you be, or bent on slaughter •, 
Just as you cannot make your cattle drink, 
Although you put their noses to the water. 

So I will venture to assure my friends, 
Who in the fisher's craft have had no training, 
That salmon's feeding humour much depends 
On many causes, which require explaining. 
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Tis by good fortunes favour you procure 
The stream and weather in exact condition, 
Such as may fair success to toil ensure, 
And satisfy a fisherman's ambition. 

At times, with weather, water, fish at hand, 
There's something yet your skill and patience taxing; 
You cast in vain ! — at length you understand, 
The fatal secret oozes out — " She's waxing"! 

That is, a distant spate or fall of rain, 
Of which one had no previous intimation, 
Comes down the river, making it sustain 
In more or less degree, some augmentation. 

The fish with subtle taste, at once perceive 
The earliest symptoms of the water swelling, 
And cease to feed, from eagerness to leave 
Their present quarters for another dwelling. 

Increasing depth enables them with ease 
To pass obstructions, which would else impede them, 
And they can migrate wheresoe'er they please, 
Just as experience, or chance, may lead them, 
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Parental instincts prompting them to go, 
Where the amount of water will allow it, 
To gravel shoals, on which they cast their roe, 
That sun and air with life may soon endow it. 

Perhaps the " fresh " of water mayn't exceed 
An altitude of half-a-dozen inches : 
But while it comes, a fish declines to feed, 
It rises short — is not in earnest — flinches. 

But when the river falls from previous flood, 
The salmon also are content to settle j 
The prospect of success will then be good, 
And fish, as well as fishers, on their mettle. 

If at such times a salmon be " clean run," 
That is, from off the sea has lately started, 
He'll rise with boldness and afford some fun, 
Nor yield the victory till life's departed. 

But in proportion to his choicest state, 
The hold upon his mouth is " varra kittle," 
He'll tear away sometimes by force of weight, 
Because the structure of his skin's so brittle. 
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Whereas when fish are in the river long 
They lose their bright condition altogether ; 
They're rusty, flabby, shy, and not so strong, 
But tougher in the mouth, and more like leather. 

Doubtless they've had their taste of previous flies, 
But found their sting was sharp and rather vicious, . 
So, as experience makes the foolish wise, 
Of all such lures they're wary and suspicious. 

And yet, this one exception may be made, 
That when a salmon quits his ancient quarters, 
To take the fly he's not so much afraid 
In a new home of unaccustomed waters. 

As if the spot at which he'd felt the hook, 

And not the hook itself, were fraught with danger, 

Or that the fly assumed a different look 

In streams to which the fish is yet a stranger. 

But to my task — I will not now re-state 
The angling with which once I was enraptured, 
When eighteen and a quarter pounds of weight 
Were averaged in the twenty fish I captured. 
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In honesty I'd rather now confess 

To failures since, and humbly state some reasons 

Why probabilities of sport grow less 

With the increasing dryness of our seasons. 

In former times, when with a copious rain 
The adjacent land was fully saturated, 
A goodly height the river would retain 
For days and days, in measure unabated. 

But now, that drainage carries off the wet, 
So rapidly by schemes of modern farming, 
Rivers run in at once, and shortly get 
A meagreness to anglers quite alarming. 

Dear Tweedie stagnates, and a fetid slime 
Accumulates about the stones and channel, 
Mixed up, at Galashiels, from time to time 
With woollen thread, and scraps of greasy flannel ! 

How can one hope the wretched fish will feed, 
Or look at flies in any eager manner, 
When they're as squeamish with this filthy weed 
As if they'd taken Ipecacuanha ! 
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It needs the scouring of a six-foot flood, 
(I speak within the bounds of moderation,) 
To clear the channel of this odious mud, 
And make it fit for salmon's habitation. 

Nay, till such flood has reached to Berwick Bay, 
Imbuing all the offing with its flavour, . 
The salmon, though impatient of delay, 
In their migration upwards always waver. 

One here and there by accident may stroll, 
Impelled by instincts of which I'm no critic, 
Either to spawn, or in some stream to roll, 
And rid itself of insects parasitic. 

For the tide lice persistently adhere 

To a poor salmon's skin, about the shoulder, 

And bite it with proboscis like k a spear, 

Of which I've often been th' amazed beholder. 

The presence of this insect is a test 
Of clean-run fish, and excellent condition ; 
But to the salmon it must be a pest 
That calls, if possible, for demolition ; 
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And as it can't survive above a week 
Out of the reach of salt or tidal water, 
The salmon up the rivers shelter seek 
In order to ensure its timely slaughter. 

Here I must occupy a little time 
Another insect on these fish to mention, 
Haunting them, not when in condition prime, 
But when their health is suffering declension. 

For when the kelt its spawning work fulfils, 
And is reduced to much emaciation, 
A tiny kind of leech infects its gills 
By thousands, hindering free respiration. 

Salt is the remedy for this disease, 
And in solution forms the needful lotion, 
Which from this enen\y the salmon frees 
The moment that it plunges in the ocean. 

But if by chance the early spring be" dry, 
And thus the fish be hindered from descending 
To river's mouth, the salmon often die, 
Instead of, what the fishermen call, u mending." 
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Sometimes the malady attacks the brain, 
And seems to drive the fish completely frantic ; 
They'll run themselves ashore, as if insane, 
And perish by this suicidal antic. 

Such mites are thus a providential spur 
To urge the salmon to its change of quarters, 
First, that the spawning process may occur, 
And health be next restored in tidal waters. 

Some fish, as I've described, will run from sea 

In units, even when the river's little, 

That they from these intruders may be free ; 

One here and there you'll get, though shy and kittle. 

Still, as exceptions only prove the rule, 
The mass of fish at sea retain their dwelling, 
And will not mount the river in " a schule " 
Without the freshened water's previous swelling. 

But then you'll- realize an angler's dream, 
The usual course of sober facts exceeding, 
When each familiar cast of pool or stream 
Would be alive with silver beauties feeding ! 



* 1 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 " The Lay of the Last Angler" canto il 

And they who in a neighbourhood can stay, 
To bide this happy chance, it stands to reason, 
May do more execution in a day 
Than others in a month or half a season. 

But failure in this point checkmated me, 
When I'd some expectation to have caught em, 
(Though disappointed I was doomed to be,) 
In a brief visit to the Tweed last autumn. 

Success 'twas not my happy lot to find, 

In spite of perseverance and attention 5 

The fish were scarce and of inferior kind, 

And I'd more blanks than I should care to mention. 

A fortnight previous there had been a fresh, 
Creating among anglers some sensation, 
Because it brought an average run of " fesh," 
Which for some days afforded recreation. 

But when I came, this first October flood 
Was followed in small measure by a second, 
Which, far from rendering the fishing good, 
Destroyed the hope on which we'd fondly reckoned. 
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It urged that recent batch from us to go 

To upper waters, whither we could trace them - 9 

But from the sea or river's pools below 

No fresh ones came, sufficient to replace them. 

Now I've heard say that no men can advance 
Thar claim to be true brothers of the angle, 
Unless they'll fish for days with scarce a chance, 
Yet persevere, without complaint or wrangle. 

Not that the call for patience is so great, 
For in mere casting there's such fascination 
As keeps one to the last with hope elate, 
And every throw affords some variation. 

Nay, whether luck be good or bad, I ween, 
Though some esteem my words an empty fable, 
That as the day wears on I grow more keen, 
And fish away as long as I am able. 

For if the water's small and fish are shy, 
The chance is best as daylight is declining ; 
I've caught 'em, when I couldn't see my fly, 
Long after sunset, while the moon was shining. 
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Again I've wandered ! Gentle reader, pray 
Excuse me here and there a brief digression, 
For when a thought occurs I give it play — 
That is, in words I let it find expression. 

My work began, one quiet autumn day, 
With dear old Purdie, on Pavilion water, 
(His master, Coventry, was at the Spey, 
According to the statement of his daughter.) 

We lost a big fish in the Quarry stream, 
But caught another smaller one below it, 
So ugly ! that I hailed it with a scream, 
Since for a salmon I could scarcely know it. 

" That juist bates a'," said Pur die with a grin 
When this queer nondescript was safely netted ; 
" Tis an uncanny beastie !" — for its skin 
Was like a toad's with greasy water wetted. 

We couldn't mend it ! and, descending, tried 

" The Whorls," where all our efforts were rejected, 

So, drawing up our coble to the side, 

We ate our lunch, and better luck expected. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Camto ii. " The Lay of the Last Angler" 67 

4t John, have you finished ? If so, take a east, 
u While I can rest a wee bit at my leisure — 
" To see you throw will sweeten my repast, 
u And give us both, if not the fish, a pleasure." 

u Hout, it's nae use," was* Johns discreet reply, 
Though balancing the rod across his shoulder ; 
" And yet, maybe, there's ane wad tak* the fly, 
" I see'd him juist foment thon outer boulder." 

Then crafty John paid out a wondrous line, 
Yard upon yard from off the reel uncoiling, 
And drove it with a touch like feather fine 
Close to the eddy where the stream was boiling. 

'Twas a few yards above ft The Boat Shiel Rock," 
Where "The Whorls cast" into that other merges-, 
And the choice place is noted by a block 
Of darkened stone, round which the water surges. 

John keeps above until he's got the length 
Which for his purpose is exactly needed, 
Then makes his cast, with no apparent strength, 
But with precision not to be exceeded. 
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The line, first gently lifted to its end, 
Is by a stately swing of rod deflected, 
Describing in the air a graceful bend, 
Then in a slanting way across directed. 

Onward it goes, as straight as any dart, 
And plop ! the fly just lights upon the water, 
While a small twitter comes about my heart, 
As though it could forestall the coming slaughter. 

Yes ! there he is ! — the rod denotes a draw ; 
The line's a-taut, and there's a heavy flounder ! 
For John has fixed his hook into the jaw 
Of a " gude fesh," a three^and-twenty pounder ! 

Then looking round with smile of quiet fun, 
He hands to me the rod of which he's master, 
To finish, if I can, what he'd begun, 
And soon we land our prey without disaster. 

We caught a third, if I remember right, 
About " The Wheel," which usually is fruity ; 
And at the gloaming took our homeward flight, 
Sufficiently contented with our booty. 
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Some five or six in after days were all 
With which my angling labour was rewarded ; 
Results, you'll say, so lamentably small, 
That as " reward " they cannot be regarded. 

So, as I've little incident to tell 
Of the Pavilion's angling, and successes, 
(Sweet as that visit was), I'd rather dwell 
On a poor anglers manifold distresses. 

I've tried to shew the influential share 
That water has upon a salmon's rising ; 
But they're as sensitive of outward air, 
Which acts upon them in a way surprising. 

For instance, in a stormy kind of day, 
Be it from hail, tempestuous wind, or thunder, 
You'll scarcely raise one, labour as you may, 
Or if you do, 'twill be a special wonder. 

Again, if hard-edged clouds of glaring white 
Be rolled across the sky in solid masses, 
' Or lines of mist encumber Eildon's height, 
- The day without achievement mostly passes. 
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Then if the water's heated by the sun, 
And atmosphere be muggy and oppressive, 
Be sure with salmon little's to be done ; 
They sleep, or their insouciance is excessive. 

A flood might obviate for a time the first 

Of these two faults ; but, jointly, they're the reason 

Why, in my judgment, August is the worst 

Of any month in all the angling season. 

It is as detrimental to success, 

(A recollection of it makes me shiver !) 

When the caloric of the air is less 

By some degrees than water in the river. 

So in hoar frost, or with impending snow, 
When Richardson and I with cold were quaking, 
I toiled until my arms could scarcely throw, 
Yet without e'en a single salmon taking. 

But vice versa , if the water's cold, 
And atmosphere by accident be warmer, 
As happens oft in spring, the fish are bold, 
And an appropriate fly will prove a charmer. 
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One more obstruction gives an angler grief; 
When vegetation of the trees is failing, 
And we encounter clouds of fallen leaf, 
By thousands in the air, or water sailing, 

Perhaps you're casting in a likely stream, 
And a slight check sets you on rises thinking 5 
But soon you waken from so fond a dream, 
'Tis but a leaf, which on your hook is sinking ! 

You jerk it briskly out, and then it spins 
As if 'twere mounted on a trolling swivel, 
One might suppose that it's alive, and grins 
Just like a kelpie, (that's a water divel !) 

If from an elm or hazel it should drop, 
You'll shake it off perhaps, because it's slighter ; 
But oak and beech are sturdy, and will stop, 
You must haul in your line before you right her.. 

Now, when this cause of trouble and complaint 
Is constantly on breezy days repeated, 
It well might try the temper of a saint 
To be in this provoking manner cheated. 
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Some friend will say, " Tou discontented man ! 
Your remedy is plain if you'll receive it ; 
Why don't you stay at home such days ? you can — 
If you don't like to fish, you're free to leave it." 

" Pardon ! I don't complain : I'm stating facts/' 
To such rebukes would be my answer humble ; 
" But I'll relate my own more recent acts, 
Though 'tis a Briton's privilege to grumble !" 

One day Lord Polwarth gave me leave to try 
The Mertoun water, with his keeper, Sandy, 
(He's Purdie's brother, and an old ally, 
With boat or net pre-eminently handy.) 

Dear, venerable Mertoun ! how I love 
Thy wooded heights, and banks of sober beauty ! 
Where, nestling undisturbed, the cushat dove 
Rears its young offspring with unwearied duty. 

Cooing aloft, upon some leafy spray, 

Her faithful partner pouts with exultadon. 

" I watch thee, dear one !" he would seem to say, 

" And fain would share thy task of incubation." 
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Sweet birdie ! gentlest of the feathered race, 
Symbol of peace and conjugal affection ! 
To greet thee I must give this little space, 
Thy notes awakening many a fond reflection ! 

But in the range of those sequestered grounds, 
Where creatures wander free and unsuspicious, 
There are a number of congenial sounds 
Which to my ear are equally delicious. 

The warblers' varied songs, and hum of bees 
Extracting honey from the fragrant clover ; 
The soughing of the wind among the trees, 
And plaintive cries of curlew or of plover. 

(I'll venture to suggest, it would be found, 
Were we but gifted with the penetration, 
That every tree has a distinctive sound, 
According to its foliage, size, and station.) 

Then there's the diapason of the Tweed, 
Blending all tones with its harmonious power, 
As its sonorous waters roll with speed 
Around the rocky precipice of Craigower. 
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Perched on that summit is a fisher's cot, 
(It was in by-gone days old Purdies dwelling,) 
Full many a time I've lingered on the spot — 
The memory of it sets my heart a-swelling ! 

From thence no lovelier scene can greet ones eye 
Than that fair panorama in expansion ; 
Below, the river winds in reaches by, 
And opposite is Mertoun's lordly mansion. 

Beyond its lines of wood, old Smailholm rears 
Its ragged form against the northern sky, 
Renowned for having nursed in childhood's years 
Th' immortal bard of Scottish minstrelsy. 

Eastward huge Cheviot looms in neutral blue, 
Softened by distance to aerial lightness ; 
While Eildons triad bounds the western view, 
Which setting suns enrich with ruby brightness. 

Ill venture to pourtray one feature more 
In sketching beauteous Mertoun's situation. 
Notice that lonely fisher near the shore ! 
(Below iC Stile-foot " he takes his usual station.) 
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Don't be afraid that he will interfere 
With your day's sport, because he's not a caster, 
Though, in his own peculiar way, 'tis clear 
That he's a finished and successful master. 

See ! how he stalks along the pebbly strand, 
With keen eye watching each sub-aqueous motion, 
Wading knee-deep for hours he will stand, 
Yet as to taking cold, he scorns the notion ! 

He needs no rod, nor line, nor fishing book, 

Although he makes his living on the water : 

He catches all his fish without a hook, 

But when " he's getten haud " he gives no quarter \ 

It is an ancient heron — I believe, 
Forty years old at least — a dear relation, 
Who's much at Mertoun, says he can perceive 
Of its identity much indication. 

Its haunts and habits always are the same — 
What Jots of fish ere this he has digested ! 
And the old poacher's wonderfully tame, 
Because he never is at all molested. 
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Still, he's a wary bird, and thinks aright, 
" The better part of valour is discretion ;" 
So if you come too near, he takes to flight 
With pompous gravity beyond expression. 

But now for work 5 I found the Mertoun boat 
On Craigow'r pool, where I put up my tackle, 
And Sandy Purdie soon had me afloat, 
(My fly a toppy with blue shoulder hackle.) 

The day was fair, the water not so bad ; 
A little fresh had set the fish a-rising, 
And Sandy thought some sport was to be had, 
Which made me keener and more enterprising. 

After a dozen casts we hooked our first, 
An eighteen-pounder baggit, clear and noble, 
And though she bravely fought, and did her worst, 
We quickly had her safe within the coble. 

Then paddling up from where we had begun, 
Or coaxing on the boat with gentle pushes, 
We reached the upper portion of the run, 
Where from "The Webbs * the torrent fiercely 
rushes. 
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" Here," Sandy said, " yell need a shorter line, 
Ye maunna work the fly, but keep it steady, 
Hang it beyond them bullers — aye, that's fine ; 
Hech ! a grand fesh ! ye'd see him in the eddy/' 

" O yes ! I saw him through the dancing waves ; 
" Just as he turned, I caught the silver shimmer ; 
" I seldom fail to spy the cunning knaves, 
" Although from age my sight is somewhat dimmer." 

" Bide a wee bit ; maybe's he'll yet be ta en, 

" Unless ye progged him, and he kens his danger'; 

" If so, be sure he winna come again. 

" We'll change the huik, and try a Durham Ranger." 

It soon was evident that our chance was gone ; 
He'd made one offer, but declined another : 
But in few casts we got a fellow on 
Of smaller size — perhaps his younger brother. 

We won that prize by an auspicious stroke ; 
For I remember, after he was netted, 
We found the hook by some mischance was broke ; 
But he was ours — and sixteen pound gazetted. 
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We took a third in that capacious pool, 
Whose rocky depths are always well frequented, 
Of fish indeed it usually is full, 
And many casts in it are represented. 

This last — the last indeed! — was seventeen, 

So we had made a pretty good beginning, 

For all the three were handsome, bright, and clean, 

And what wed won gave hopes of further winning. 

" Stile-foot M without the least result was passed, 
(I cannot say from it I much expected,) 
Though 'tis in every sense a pretty cast, 
From northern wind by wooded banks protected. 

Then we dropt down to an illustrious stream 
Below the mansion, thence " House Stream" denoted, 
Which, though of limited extent, the cream 
Of casts in Mertoun water might be quoted. 

A seam of ruddy sandstone rock pervades 
The river's bed for many yards in distance, 
Divided into flaky steps or blades, 
And massive boulders of the same consistence. 
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The level sinks abruptly at the place, 
And, urged in downward course by gravitation, 
The water rushes at a furious pace, 
Venting in crested waves its agitation. 

Full in the centre of that surging foam, 
In a wild lair by jutting stones compacted, 
A lordly kipper had his " casual home," 
And by the fly was visibly attracted. 

He missed it once, and yet the rise was bold ! 
Affording proof his appetite was greedy. 
Another throw succeeded : he took hold ! 
And let us know it with a vengeance speedy. 

Lashing the surface first, as if to feel 
The nature of this linear tenacity, 
And curbed by pressure of the pointed steel, 
He darted forwards with a fierce audacity. 

Soon was I conscious of his ponderous strength ! 
With lightning swiftness up the stream he speeded 
In a clear run of sixty yards in length, 
Opposing forces all alike unheeded ! 
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He halted then, and made a sudden turn, 

As I with breathless haste was following after. 

To the shrill music of the whirring pirn, 

While Sandy shook his sides with bursts of laughter. 

In shorter time than I can tell, he took 
Three quivering leaps, distinct and yet successive, 
In vain endeavours to shake off the hook, 
Disclosing to our view his size excessive. 

Said Purdie, as he watched these upward bounds, 
" Thon chap's the heaviest fesh I've seen thi* season ; 
" If he's an ounce, he's five-and-thirty pounds ! 
" Should ye win him, rejoice ye may with reason V* 

I had no time for talk. The cunning Turk, 
Finding he gained no object by this leaping, 
Tried a fresh dodge — that is, a frequent jerk — 
To rid himself of this unpleasant keeping. 

That wouldn't do ; so then, as it would seem, 
A last expedient his instinct taught him ; 
He let himself glide passive down the stream, 
Into the torrent where I first had caught him, 
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Then made a dash beneath his fav'rite stone, 
And lay as quiet as a petrifaction ! 
By which we were effectually done, 
Unless we gained some better point of traction. 

" Be cannie now ! — yer lines o' single gut ! 
" Agin' that rock he'd smash ye in a minnit ! 
" Te rin an awfu' risk o' being cut ! 
" Across the stream is th' only chance to win it. 

" Step in the boat : Til wade along the side, 
" And pit her over, up, a wee bit higher, 
" Then let her down the shingle gently slide, 
" Until we've come as close as we desire." 

There was no other prospect of success, 
Though, as a system, changing sides is vicious ; 
But I'd no choice except to acquiesce, 
With hopes that Fortune still would b& propitious. 

To draw the monster from his rocky bield 
I should, of course, be in the right direction ; 
But if the hold within his mouth should yield ? 
That was the risk, engrossing my reflection ! 
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His own intrinsic weight and stream combined ; 
Would rend the parts about the fly ? s insertion ; 
So if aback the hook should be inclined, 
'Twas apt to come away by such reversion. 

Soon from his resting-place the fish was stirred, 
But scarce to run again had we constrained him, 
When lo ! he's off — the pliant rod recurred 
To its straight form! — the hook no more detained 
him ! 

Oh ! how can words describe the sudden start, 
When all that strain from off my arms was taken ! 
The sinking of my disappointed heart ! 
The deep-drawn breath ! the nerves acutely shaken ! 

I've no inducement after this to write 
Of " Willow Bush," where next we had a trial, 
Or " Caller Haugh," the final cast at night, 
In both of which we underwent denial. 

Of further incident I can only say 

That nothing happened in the least engaging, 

For in a trip to Rutherford next day 

A perfect hurricane of wind was raging. 
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Three weighty fish I lost that afternoon 

In the " Corse Heugh " (I can't ensure the spelling), 

It isr the upper cast, a mile abune 

The fisherman John Aitken's cosie dwelling. 

The first shook off. The second up the stream 
Rushed with rapidity, and beat us hollow ; 
Against that stormy tempest 'twas a dream 
Delusive to expect that boat could follow. 

So we were drowned; for line of long extent 
Loses elastic power by submersion ; 
The rod's no help, and fish on mischief bent 
Scatter your tackle with a rude dispersion. 

The third, a fish of twenty pounds and more, 
After a gallant fight with us maintaining, 
Was brought in seeming faintness close to shore, 1 
And we a triumph on the point of gaining. 

Just then a perfect somersault he threw 
In shallow water, when he saw the netter, 
And severed with his tail the line in two ! 
No knife or razor could have done it better ! 
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Here I conclude, without disguising aught, 

A truthful statement of my last excursion, 

More marked, alas ! with failures than with sport, 

Yet strengthening health, and yielding much diversion. 

" Some days," Rob Kerss would say, " they're easy 

tuik— 
" There's times wi' my auld hat they wad be sated, 
" And ithers when they wadna tak' the huik 
" If wi' Makerstoun's leddie it were baited !" 

Hail, Rob ! for ever coupled wi' " The Trows," 
Makerstoun by thy shade will long be haunted ! 
A wreath of laurel should adorn thy brows, 
Thou stalwart sire of a race undaunted ! 

No — barley wreath ! if thou couldst have thy will ; 
That potent grain would make thy ghost more frisky ; 
For barley, when submitted to the still, 
Concocts thy fav'rite beverage, that's whisky ! 

Of thy plain dealing I have heard a tale, 
Which is too racy not to be recorded, 
How thou didst cake the wind from out the sail 
Of an aggressor, though he was ** my lorded." 
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A certain. Earl came down one day to fish 
With Rob, who took direction of the coble, 
And he succeeded to his utmost wish, 
For a " gude fesher " was the English noble. 

The sporting Earl possessed a pocket flask, 
And ev'ry fish he caught he took a " drappie," 
But, more's the pity, he forgot to ask 
Rob to go shares, which made the man unhappy. 

Rob waited sev'ral times, without reply, 
Though of retaliation he was thinking ; 
Tor hi$ own " speerit " was as strong and high 
As what his patron by himself was drinking. 

At last, without a word he donned his coat, 
Shouldered both oars, and up the bank proceeded, 
Leaving the Earl still seated in the boat 
Precisely where Rob's skilful help was needed. 

This was indeed an aggravating game ! 
4i What are ye doing, Rob ?" the Earl enquired. 
The sturdy answer was, " l'se ganging hame." 
" What for ? it's early yet ; you can't be tired." 
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" Na, lse no wearie : that ye maunna thiak. 
" 111 do to ye as yeVe dune to anither ; 
" For they who as companions wunna drink, 
" By the same rule maun niver fesh thegither !" 
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€arl anb Count*** oi ItinnouII, 

to whose great kindness and repeated 

hospitality 

The Author 

was indebted for much of the recreation 
herein related, 

These Lines 

are with much gratitude inscribed. 
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% fag of % fast %n$y:' 



HFEAR my literary friends 
Will think my verse too far extends, 
If I .prolong its present span to 
The writing of another canto. 
But if I've incidents to tell, 
The rhyming spits my fancy well; 
And you'll admit 'tis harmless pleasure 
Thus to employ some hours of leisure — 
So, without preface, let me state 
Some angling which I had of late. 
Now, first, I'll gratefully record 
Strath-Earn, and Dupplin's genial lord, 
Who sent a kindly invitation 
To visit him in my vacation, 
And help him with the rod to switch 
What he denotes " his poor old ditch/' 
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" Which swarmed just then with fishy stuff." 
Droll terms ! but hardly fair enough 
To give a river like the Earn, 
With salmon filled at every turn. 
For instance, one October past, 
Kinnoull, from off a single cast, 
Took one day eight, and nine the second, 
Which must good quantity be reckoned, 
If note be made of time and place, 
Each somewhat circumscribed in space. 
Through Dupplin, then, the Earn proceeds, 
Past wooded hills and verdant meads, 
Till, below Perth, it joins the Tay, 
Which yields the heaviest fish, they say, 
Of any river in the north. 
(The boast must go for what it's worth.) 
I've some idea the saying's true, 
But Earn can hold its monsters too j 
- I'd solid proof of this last autumn, 
Because I actually caught em ! 
The haugh's so flat, this water's flow 
Is somewhat tortuous and slow ; 
And thus the current seems to sleep 
In sundry pools both wide and deep. 
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In these the largest salmon lie, 
And rise, bat not to take the fly. 
They'll throw themselves about in sport 
As if on travelling they thought, 
And splash ad listlessly they go 
Back to the hidden depths below — 
Too far, perhaps, to see the lure, 
For they wont take — of this be sure ; 
"Us only when the water's thinner 
That you can hope to be a winner. 
But at the head of such a place 
There's usually some little space 
Where rocky bank or jutting stone 
Across the water's edge is thrown, 
Whereby the stream's impeded course 
Is fretted into greater force 5 
Raises some waves, and curls around 
The point with eddying rebound. 
Good brother ! fish that throat with care, 
Methinks you'll get. an offer there ! 

Upon the twentieth of September, 
In seventy-two, if I remember, 
Twas such a cast I laid my fly on, 
When, with a rush like savage lion, 



Digitized by 



Google 



94 €€ The Lay of the Last Angler? cahto hi. 

A lordly salmon seized the hook. 

And found himself for once " nnsfook." 

His rise was of no common kiad, 

Which leaves a circling wave behind ; 

But so intent was he on slaughter, 

He ploughed full length above the water, 

And struck as if he'd used a bludgeon, 

Or like a pike which bolts a gudgeon ! 

Soon as I felt my hold secure, he 

Lashed himself into downright fury ; 

Ran out — as hard as he could go, 

Straight as an arrow from a bow — 

Some sixty yards of line or more, 

Until he neared the farther shore : 

Then leapt aloft with wild contortions, 

Which showed his size and grand proportions, 

And, turning, sped as swiftly back 

To try me on the other tack. 

"Hullo!" says Science, "that's bucolic, 

" A missile's line is parabolic ; 

" Your similes inclined to be 

" More what we call hyperbole — 

" That is, in what you here relate 

" You're tempted to exaggerate." 
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Oh, bosh ! your strictures are too fine, 

They don't apply to reel and line — 

My words are never meant to be 

Discussed by dry philosophy. 

Don't pester me with hydrostatics, 

Or lines and curves of mathematics ! 

I write for brothers of the angle, 

Who with my phrases will not wrangle, 

If I can make them understand 

How I'd a heavy fish on hand — 

Not yet in hand — he got away ! 

To come again another day. 

Just wait, and I shall prove to you 

That this was literally true. 

But to my tale : when he leapt out, 

And showed his form, so huge and stout, 

Said Irvine — noticing this bounce — 

" He's thirty pound if he's an ounce !" 

Such calculation's " varra kittle," 

'Twas in this case five pound too little; 

But I'm too soon at this to book him, 

" First catch your hare before you cook him." 

Who's Irvine ? Well— the question's fair 5 

He's not a phantom of thin air, 
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Bat a grand specimen of a man 
From district of the Athol clan ; 
In short, a native of Dunkeld, 
Who has for years at Dupplin held 
The post of fisherman and keeper, 
Functions in which he s not a sleeper. 
I've little doubt his game-ness serves 
To keep intact KinnoulTs preserves : 
And, as for fishing, he's complete — 
In sporting language, " bad to beat :" 
At tying flies a perfect master, 
Not less efficient as a caster ; 
His hand and eye are both so quick, 
That he's unfailing with the cleik ; 
And, lastly, he's supremely skilled 
In curing salmon when they're killed ; 
Though mostly, when we yield to fate, 
We think a cure comes rather late ! 
Twas Irvine, then, who watched the duel 
Twixt me and this vivacious jewel. 
This salmo-salar (here's apology 
For using terms in ichthyology ; 
That's the Linnaean name, you see, 
For this kind of salmonida.) 
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Ten or twelve minutes swiftly glided 
Before this contest was decided. 
Twice did I coax him to the side 
In hope the cleik might be applied j 
As often he regained the pool, 
Meaning " No — thanks — I'm not a fool/' 
Then rushed at last with vig'rous force 
To the far limits of the course — 
Swagged heavily — then — all was slack ! 
The line came limp and crumpling back ; 
The rod had lost its graceful bend, 
And pointed sky-ward with its end ! 
In short, the enemy had retreated, 
Leaving us utterly defeated ! 

But how about the tackle, pray ? 
Some anxious fisherman may say *, 
All right — hook sound, and gut un-" raxed," 
Much as its tension had been taxed. 
Doubtless the hold had given way 
Under such weight and lengthened play. 
The only loss we had sustained 
Was — victory — which the salmon gained ! 
To paint my feeling words would fail, 
So over that we'll draw a veil. 

G 
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Now, let my story be transferred 
Thence to September twenty-third, 
And side of river be reversed 
From that which I described at first, 
Bear, too, in mind this other quarter 
Was two streams higher up the water : 
That cast was called the " Lower Buchan " 
(In case you'd like to try your luck on) ; 
But this as " Wilkinson" is known, 
Because a man so named was thrown 
Or tumbled in, and nearly paid 
His life for the mistake he made. 
It is a pleasant, lively cast, 
And far more fruity than the last : 
There's more decline ; the stream is stronger ; 
The cast considerably longer : 
The depth enough, but not profound, 
And plenty of good lying ground. 
The run's on eastern side, but west 
For throw and landing is the best. 
It shallows there upon a gravel 
On which 'tis excellent to travel : 
You can advance or else retreat 
Without e'en wetting of your feet, 
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Though wading boots I always wear 
For each emergence to prepare. 
Here I was fishing at my ease 
While paddling scarcely to the knees ; 
The fly across the run had passed 
Just ready for another cast, 
When 'twas arrested by a draw 
From something with capacious maw ! 
It was a sober, honest rise, 
Not one to take you by surprise ; 
But quiet, dignified, yet bold, 
Which promised a retentive hold. 
New, when this fish discover'd plainer 
The character of his retainer, 
He wasn't long in putting steam on, 
But rushed away like any demon — 
Swimming up stream at Derby rate, 
Though handicapped to carry weight ! — 
Namely, the pressure somewhat drastic, 
Of tightened line and rod elastic ; 
Directed by the anglers muscle, 
Without impatient haste or bustle. 
His pace, indeed, gave me relief— 
Twas sure to bring him soon to grief. 
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Once he turned over on his side, 
When we with wonderment descried 
His close resemblance to the first, 
Which from our toils had bravely burst. 
Now, when he'd run sufficient riot, 
He seemed contented to be quiet, 
And drifted till we saw him wallow 
Half out of water, where 'twas shallow. 
Then in quick time we had him stranded, 
Secured by cleik, and safely landed ! 
Here note that when a salmon's bulky, 
He tires you most by turning sulky ; 
He'll pull unceasingly like fun 
While lying quiet in the run ; 
But in a race he courts his death 
By swimming till he's out of breath, 
And yields with little opposition 
Through temporary inanition. 
Perhaps by dint of some persuasion 
You may improve that good occasion, 
But if you dawdle at the chance, 
He'll lead you off another dance. 
Now, let us pause, and respite snatch, 
To sing the celebrated catch. 
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" A boat, a boat unto the Ferry ; 

" For were come hither to be merry ; 

" To laugh and quaff and drink old sherry ! 

Let's rest awhile — sit down and lunch 

Off sav'ry meat and goodly hunch 

Of household bread ; and while we munch 

Let's tap the flask and taste a drappie 

" To future calls from such a chappie 

The " fesh " on terra Jirma laid, 

Our next step is to have him weighed 

Our balances are quickly found, 

Both ranging up to thirty pound ; 

But such a fish laughs them to scorn — 

Each spring beyond its mark is borne ! 

What's to be done ? We soon decide ; 

To an oak branch together tied 

The balances combine their strength, 

And salmo salar's weighed at length, 

Marking the sum, as I'm alive, 

To stand at thirty pounds and five ! 

That was exactly nine pounds more 

Than ever I had reached before. 

Next of his mouth I made inspection 
(No need of scalpel or dissection), 



i 



} 




Digitized by 



Google 



102 " The Lay of the Last Angler." canto ni. 

Because my search was only centered 
Upon the spot the hook had entered. 
The wound was in the left " os malar " 
Or cheek-bone of this salmo salar. 
But, lo ! we found another rent 
On the right jaw, which surely meant 
That he'd been hooked some recent day, 
And from the hold had broke away. 
Well call an inquest on the spot, 
Whether these facts suffice or not 
Presumptive evidence to be 
Of personal identity. 
Now, jury, what's your verdict, pray ? 
Irvine and I depone, and say, 
'Twas the same fish we twice had on •, 
The foreman says, " Agreed nem.-con" 
I'd further luck that day and plenty, 
We took another' fish of twenty — 
One of elev'n, or thereabout, 
And finally a good sea trout. 
But this success was distanced far 
By one " great fesher," Lord C. Kerr ; 
At separate times he took of late 
A forty-three and forty-eight ! 
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He's first — I'm second — next to me 
Comes our kind host with thirty-three. 
(I only wish, with all my soul, 
That he was highest on the poll !) 
But this is proof, with scores returned, 
What weight in this " old ditch " is earn-ed I 

Here 'tis as well to mention all 
The terms which are conventional 
For Scottish streams : — The largest sort are 
Rivers of course ; then comes a water — 
As Allan, Leader, Eden, May — 
Where trout, not salmon, are our prey ; 
The smallest stream is called in turn, 
Not rivulet or brook, but burn. 
Well ! we'd last year such constant flood 
That rivers, waters, burns, ran mud ; 
One day was wet — the next day wetter ! 
The third or fourth were scarcely better. 
'Twas an " embarras de richesse," 
Which gave poor anglers much distress. 
We were so often disappointed 
With idle days and rods disjointed— 
I don't mean actual dislocation, 
But sickened with their " long vacation $" 
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Or, if we ventured on a trial, 
Twas mostly to incur denial ; 
For, till the water be in fettle, 
The salmon neither take nor settle. 
During three weeks I'd five, no more — 
A very miserable score ! 

But not all happiness depends 
On fishing, when youve cordial friends. 
And at Pavilion it is hard 
Of happiness to be debarred, 
Where host and hostess do their best 
To entertain each welcome guest, 
Where kindly smile and greeting warm 
Have their unutterable charm. 
If " she won't fish," we plan some walk, 
Enlivening our stroll with talk : 
Through Darnick take a pleasant turn 
To call on Kerrt at Huntly Burn ; 
Or to Melrose prolong our way, 
Inspect the Abbey's ruin grey, 
And loiter homeward in the gloaming, 
By Tweed's sonorous waters roaming. 
Perhaps if we're insured from wet 
A party starts in waggonette, 
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And carries some amusing chat on 

As we skirt Leader-foot and Gatton ; 

Look down on Tweed's romantic tide 

By Ravenswood and Bemersyde — 

Surveying in continual change 

The triple peaks of Eildon's range, 

Till we descend on Dryburgh's fane 

'Mid Buchan's beauteous domain. 

There — in dilapidated aisle, 

Where ivy creeps and roses smile, 

Embalmed with Britain's deep affection 

(Until the general Resurrection, 

When all will meet their final doom) — 

Lie the remains, in peaceful tomb, 

Of him who blazoned Scottish story 

With rays of never-dying glory. 

No local feature, peak, or vale, 

But echoes back some wondrous tale ; 

Some legend by his magic pen 

Revived to charm his fellow-men. 

He pictures in his very name 

The land he raised to world-wide fame : 

Each eye is dimmed, each voice must falter, 

As we behold thy grave, Sir Walter ! 
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Enough ! We pass another spot, 
Where once it was my favoured lot 
With wife and family to dwell ; 
And oh ! we loved those quarters well ! — 
The Holmes 5 an angler's home indeed ! 
Perched on the very verge of Tweed, 
And resting in a maze of wood 
On rocky bank above the flood. 
No language can indeed express 
The beauty of that sweet recess — 
Adorned with many a climbing flower, 
In summer 'tis a perfect bower. 
'Tis tenanted by Colonel Forbes, 
Whom salmo-mania quite absorbs. 
Of Dryburgh water he's dictator, 
As formerly was Admiral Cator; 
And here, with his agreeable wife, 
He spends some portion of his life — 
Dispensing hospitable cheer 
To numerous friends both far and near. 
This is the limit of our drive ; 
We call, and have some tea at five — 
A harmless piece of dissipation 
Of late adopted by the nation. 
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Thus we conclude a twelve-mile spinner 
By rattling home to eat our dinner. 

But I should err to make omission 
Of one pedestrian expedition, 
Somewhat ambitious, I confess, 
But issuing in complete success. 
It was to scale the central summit 
Of Eildon, could we overcome it ; 
Its height in feet may trifling sound, 
Yet dominates the country round : 
Tis thirteen hundred eighty-three 
Above the level of the sea ; 
Yet that to climb sufficient grade is 
For gentry, specially for ladies. 
The persons who this trip had chosen 
Numbered exactly half-a-dozen, 
And as we differed about courses, 
We settled to divide our forces. 
On Lady Buchan and our hostess 
In justice I must lay the most stress, 
Because I was their pioneer 
This hilly obstacle to clear. 
I chose an old and easy track 
As far as might be up the slack ; 
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But Captain Stirling took a new 'un, 
With Lord Cardross and Mary Hughan ; 
Despised all precedents, and went 
Straight up the hill's abrupt ascent ; 
Still youthful blood must win the day, 
So at the summit first came they. 
Yet we were really close behind, 
Though not to hurrying inclined, 
Both matrons following my lead 
With nimble steps, as all agreed. 

When on the top we took our stand, 
The scene was positively grand — 
Three counties in a ring complete 
Lay as a map beneath our feet. 
Towards the east our bird's-eye view 
Was melted into hazy blue. 
But every hill showed clear and well, 
From Cheviot to Carter Fell, 
And sunlight burnished all we saw 
Twixt Lammermuir and Ruberslaw. 
That was for me a setting sun ! 
I mean my climbing days are done : 
At sixty-five, when I reflect, 
To mount these heights I can't expect. 
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That autumn was my very worst one, 
Yet I'd adventures at Makerstoun — 
I'd made acquaintance with George Wright, 
And put him down in black and white 
As fisherman who helped me once 
In work at which I proved a dunce— 
That was, to play a prince of kippers 
Between Laird's cast and southern Clippers. 
Now, I went under his tuition 
To try a lower expedition 5 
The lower water — not inferior — 
Tis hard to say which is superior, 
But lower in the river's course, 
Which fact gude Geordie will endorse. 
To this the following casts belong 
(They're hard to introduce in song- 
Forgive me, Wright, if I am wrong !) 
Laird's Cast, the Elshie Stream, and Shot, 
Red-stane, par excellence the spot I 
Side-straik, the Doors (too often shut), 
As crafty fish are prone to cut 
Both your acquaintance and your gut !) 
The Nether-heads — (keep your heads cool)- 
WilHe's Owerfa', and Killmouth Pool. 



j 



i 



Digitized by 



Google 



no u The Lay of the Last Angler." cahto iil 

These five last cataracts descend 
Through walls of rock from end to end ; 
They're known conjointly as The Trows 
(Pronounced as if you're saying " vows.") 
But meaning " Troughs "—you'd ne'er attain 
The reason why, so I'll explain. 
Langsyne a pre-historic man 
Devised a raft of novel plan ; 
He took two troughs for feeding cattle, 
Joined them with nails or rope or wattle, 
And bevelled them, one end to be 
In shape just like our letter V, 
Then, if the stream were small and low 
(Else it were suicide to go), 
And poachers meant for salmon slaughter, 
Ether to " sun " or " burn" the water ; 
The leisterer stood with legs a-straddle 
Across this queerish sort of saddle, 
And when a luckless fish was seen, • 
He speared it through the space between— 
That is, between himself and point 
At which the timbers were conjoint. 
When once th' adventurer was afloat 
In this precarious kind of boat, 
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Tis difficult to form a notion 
What power he had of locomotion. 
Doubtless, with ropes they kept him steady 
While he to strike the fish was ready 5 
If he capsized, 'twere well that he 
Should, like a duck, amphibious be. 
But how they managed the flotation 
Don't ask of me an explanation ; 
I only have defined the wordy 
As from " auld feshers " I have heard. 
I tell the tale as told to me — 
Get " Stoddart's Angler " and you'll see ; 
He's great authority (they tell so) 
About tjie neighbourhood of Kelso. 
I fear, kind reader, you're aghast 
At this long preface to a cast — 
So picture us afloat again 
About the region of " The Stane." 
'lis deep and tranquil in itself, 
But glides at last across the shelf 
Of rocks, which makes the water break 
In furious torrent to the " Straik." 
Now, when we're making preparation, 
We hold the following conversation v — 
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" George, is there any chance to-day ?" 

" Weel, reelly, Sir, I canna say, 

" She 8 awfu' beg — juist fully higher 

" Than I'd expect— and yet we'll try her. 

" Maybe we'll hap on ane or twae ; 

" Yell please select a silver grey, 

" A lairgish huik, and fesh it steady 

" Across the sweep o' thonder eddy ; 

" If there's a saumon to be ta'en, 

" You'll have him here about the stane ; 

" Bring the huik round — I'm on the watch — 

" Aye ! that's the spot preceesely." Plotch ! 

A plunge ! "I have him ! prophet true ! 
" Now, George, instruct me what to do — 
" I never fished the cast before — 
" So help me with advice once more." 
" Aye ! now be canny — coax him on — 
" Let him swim up, or else he's gone ; 
" Lay no more stress upon yer line 
" Than juist to haud him licht and fine. 
" If he'd but work some yards a-heid, 
" I'd reckon him as gude as deid ; 
" But I can see the crafty vill'in 
" To leave the run is far from willin' ; 
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" He's makin' for the rocky ledge, 

" Which cuts the current like a wedge 5 

" The stream's that strong in thonder quarter, 

" 'Twill force him doun the broken water 5 

" If we bide here, hell beat us hollow — 

" We'll ha e to leave the boat and follow. 

" Ye'd better lend the rod to me 5 

" The wadin s difficult, ye see." 

I yield it with a nervous shiver, 

And George is thigh-deep in the river ! 

Manoeuvring with consummate art, 

For every step he knows by heart. 

Now/ Geordie's mate was looking on, 

Who moored the coble to a stone — ' 

Then seized the net, and, like a bird, 

He flitted off without a word ; 

And I in solitary state 

Was left to gaze or meditate ! 

The water was so deep and dark 

That wading was beyond a lark, 

So I'd no choice but climb the bank — 

Steep, greasy, and with brushwood rank. 

With breathless haste the top was won, 

Whence I could learn what Wright had done ; 
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Ere this he had regained the shore, 

And got abreast the fish once more : 

I saw the salmon downward dashing, 

Past boulders borne, 'mid breakers splashing, 

And knew by all that rush and rattle 

That George was still engaged in battle. 

Then cautiously, with judgment fine, 

I watched him reeling up his line ; 

I saw the supple rod well arched 

As Wright to victory onward marched, 

Working the fish, and keeping her face 

(For 'twas a baggit) on the surface ; 

If she got down 'twould be a wonder 

But what she'd cut the line asunder. 

At this conjuncture of the fight 

Both combatants were lost to sight ; 

Wright passed behind a grassy mound, 

Which hid him by its rising ground. 

I soon rejoined him, and espied 

The salmon lying on its side ; 

And Geordie, radiant with delight, 

But sweatin' sair, and breathless quite. 

Mark Johnson had just done his duty 

By netting this pugnacious beauty. 
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It was a beauty, newly run, 

And weighed exactly " aichteen pun." 

" Bravo ! my hearties ! what a race ! 

" She took you down a fearful pace ! 

" This dangerous water at Makerstoun 

" Is really quite enough to burst one." 

Says Wright, while mopping face and brows, 

" Aye ! that's a sample o' the Trows ! 

" AVe seen that trick wi' mony a score, 

" But ne'er in sich a spate before ; 

" Twas juist a meeracle to get her — 

" She's gien me a tremandgeous sweater ; 

" I was that keen, yell oonderstand, 

" To bring your saumon safe to land." 

Good courteous George ! that mine to call, 

Which to bis skill alone could fall ! 

The proverb says " There's mony a slip 

" Which happens 'twixt the cup and lip :" 

So, with our sport, there's many a break 

Betwixt the hooking and the take. 

Had I essayed what he had won, 

Then I, not salmon, had been done. 

Later, a brother fish we got — 

Either in Elshie or the Shot ; 
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Its capture calls for no remark. 
Then we fished on in vain till dark. 
But George declared (to keep me plucky) : 
" A's sure ye've been ooncommon lucky ; 
" For thirty year I canna mind 
" A case occurring o' the kind, 
€t When saumon could be got to rise 
" In water sich a monstrous size. 
" There's Maister Malcolm had a blank 
"(He's watching us frae thonder bank.) 
" Yell ken the chance is unco* bad, 
t€ When he finds nane are to be had." 
To further hopes how then aspire ? 
Next time I went, the Tweed was higher ! 
Wright met me, as in duty bound, 
But minus wading boots was found. 
A gentle hint, I must confess, 
Not to anticipate success. 
Twas clear, at least, wed no resource 
But to Red-stane to have recourse. 
Then George was punished with severity 
For bootless actions of temerity. 
I scarce had made a dozen throws 
Before a noble salmon rose ! 
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Twas just upon the magic spot 

Where we the previous fish had got, 

And when 'twas hooked, it downward burst, 

After the example of the first 

So Wright, to follow it, must dip 

In water nearly to his hip ! 

He took the ducking like a stoic, 

Enduring it with pluck heroic — 

And, after many a plunge and flounder, 

Landed a two-and-tweoty pounder : 

Went home and got his wet breeks undone — 

Then packed the salmon off for London. 

Now, here was proof without denial 

That chances sometimes yield to triaL 

What were the odds? George Wright would say 

Full thirty years against a day — 

That is, by multiplying done, 

All but ten thousand days to one : 

Such odds against a racing steed 

Would make him a " dark horse " indeed ! 

Yet " Angler " won the " Trial Stakes " 

From " Salmo-Salar " in the Straiks ! 

That precious Stane holds, fish in plenty. 
Next day we landed one of twenty : 
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Then came a perfect hurricane 

Of wind and hail and sleety rain — 

It conquered us — we homeward wended, 

And so that autumn s fishing ended. 

Then, here's adieu to Seventy-two— 
The next year found us more to do ; 
It was for angling far the best 
That men remember — that's confessed. 
I had two outings : each was short, 
But both their share of booty brought. 
September gave me just a week 
In which for finny prey to seek. 
Tweed had three days and Dupplin four, 
I wish I could have managed more \ 
But yet I had the luck to cozen 
Of grilse and salmon just two dozen ; 
Not all diminutive in weight, 
For one from Earn was twenty-eight. 
He sulked for more than half an hour, 
Though he was fought with all the power 
That rod and tackle would permit, 
In arms which ached, I will admit; 
Some others, too, were large in size, 
Though nothing to create surprise. 
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But the great ruck of fish came on 
When back to London I had gone ; 
There had been weeks of constant wet, 
With no obstructions from the net. 
Hence, Tweed in every stream and pool 
Of salmon was completely full, 
And when it fell to proper ply, 
They rose like fury at the fly. 

Now, there are " giants in the land" — 
Men who have rivers at command, 
live on their banks, possess their streams, 
And realize an angler's dreams. 
They watch the waters hourly state, 
And for the nick of time can wait, 
Then take the lion's share of prey, 
" Cr&ne de la creme," as Frenchmen say. 
Imprimis, there's his Grace of Floors, 
Who makes to Norway annual tours. 
I quote \i\mjirstt with full reliance, 
For ownership, and angling science — 
Although this year his Graces cook 
The ducal prize of salmon took ; 
In one day landing just a score 
(Three hundred, forty pounds, or more !) 
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And yet the chef, I've since beea told, 
Not first, but second, place must hold. 
He by a Griffin was outdone, 
Who took in number twenty-one, 
And weight, three hundred fifty-two — 
Such marvels are achieved by few ! 
Then, not to mention two were treason, 
Elite of Kelso in " the season :" 
Malcolm, and Alfred Denison, 
Who weighs his captures by the Ton ! 
He owas two waters — nothing less:— 
One on the Tweed, the other Ness. 

But casuals, too, obtained their fan 
During this grand October run. 
Clanwilliam roused the Birgham shore 
By lugging out a foity-fbur ; 
And two more sporting names Til mention, 
Whose great achievements claim attention : 
Charles Barnngton s and Harry Grey's, 
Who on Floors water in three days 
Found, when their bopty they had counted, 
That it to ninety-three amounted ! 
While Learmonth's party, too, could speak 
Of near a hundred in the week. 
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Then Brunlees, civil engineer 

(Salmon would say iwcivil here !) 

Took in a day, from Sprouston Dub, 

Enough to fill a brewer s tub. 

{Vat it should be, if that were rhyme, 

But tub must do to save me time.) 

I think his number was thirteen, 

But of a size that's seldom seen. 

Oh ! cruel Dub ! I've thrice been there 

Without one siegle breath of air — 

A nipping frost, or brilliant sun — 

In. short, when nothing could be dope ; 

Whereas a goodly breeze is wanted 

To raise the fish by which it's haunted. 

Thus disappointed, one must say, 

Let's hope for luck some other day. 

Pa/mam qui mtruere, ferant<~ 

De ceteris, dum spirant sperant. 

Tis good to quote th' above successes, 

Though best to share them, one confesses \ 

Such prizes were denied to n>e, 

Though quite contented I should be. 

I got my sbtty in the season, 

And that's enough in sober reason. 
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The average, too, of twenty-eight 
Was of no despicable weight ; 
By balance proved, and duly counted, 
To twenty-one it just amounted. 
I've one more incident to tell 
Ere to my friends I say farewell ! 
Twas at Makerstoun's upper water — 
Of which I'm now to be reporter ; 
Mark Johnson, too, the henchman's name. 
Who played the following risky game : — 
Two casts we tried of noted rank — 
" The Orchard Stream" and "Willie's Bank," 
In each a salmon we had got ; 
Next we essayed the adjacent spot, 
Rejoicing in the name " Dark Shore," 
Where we'd two offers, but no more. 
Thence to " South Clippers " we descended, 
On which for sport we much depended. 
The channel here is rock throughout, 
And, as for boat, you go without ; 
The coble you are forced to strand, 
And, in a certain sense, you land — 
That is, you wade to reach some rocks 
Cleft into seams, and holes, and blocks ; 
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'Mid which you splash and plodge your way 
To pools wherein the salmon stay. 
At last you cross a kind of sluice, 
Which rushes like the very deuce — 
The waters about shoulder deep, 
But no man on his legs could keep ; 
For as the fall is sharp, of course 
The stream's proportionate in force. 
The length is scarce a dozen paces, 
When, with a sudden curve, it races 
Back to the river, which, in fact, 
Is there a foaming cataract. 
Here we had fished the cast in vain, 
And turned, our coble to regain- 
So must re-cross this sluicy thing 
By a wide step or easy spring. 
Mark, with my rod, was first to jump — 
But slipping, with an awful thump, 
Fell on his elbow gainst the rock, 
And lost his senses from the shock. 
With him went down my rod, alas! 
And snapt its top in two like glass. 
" Mark, are you hurt r " I quickly cry, 
But the poor lad gave no reply ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



} 



124 " Tb* £*y of the Last Angkr? oaotoUl 

Then, horror-struck, I saw him glide 
Into that swift relentless, tide ! 
The angry torrent whirled him round, 
He seemed as one already drowned. 
With head submerged and limbs contracted 
(The piteous sight drove me distracted), 
Nor yet one effort life to save 
From an impending watery grave ! 
A few feet further thus conveyed. 
He would he past all human aid— 
Amid those seething torrents hurled 
From hence into an unseen world ! 
What could I do i — there's one chance yet- 
How, if I try the landing-uet ? 
Quicker than thought I made a cast 
Ere yet the narrow stream was passed, 
Entangling by a lucky swoop 
One leg within the iron hoop ! 
Arrested thus, the boatman soon 
Recovered from his death-like swoon, 
Above the fluid raised his bead, 
And tried to quit his " water bed" — 
Lifted both hands to grasp the shore! 
And, like a seal, emerged once more. 
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His arms its flappers much resembled 

As he crawled out, and gasped, and trembled ! 

The cold ablation helped a bit 

No doubt to cure his fainting fit ; 

But had the bath continued further, 

It would have been a case of murther. 

Mark would have died against our wishes, 

And have become the food for fishes ! 

After that plunge and heavy skelp, 

A dram affords the readiest help, 

And next a thorough change was needed, 

So homeward Mark forthwith proceeded ; 

(The house was fortunately near.) 

Meanwhile I mend the broken gear. 

Then, ere the evening light was spent, 

Back to the Orchard Stream we went, 

Which yielded fishy fruit in plenty — 

Two nines, a seventeen, and twenty. 

I must conclude this long narration 
With words of simple lamentation — 
Not for the loss of constant quarters, 
From whence I've fished Makerstoun waters, 
Though visitors could scarce forget 
Such an occasion of regret — 
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But in deep sympathy with friends, 
Whose genuine kindness never ends — 
Who've won esteem and warm affection 
From every neighbour and connexion. 
Their names indeed a household word 
Where'er the Border tongue is heard — 
The Scotts, of Ancrum's ancient hall, 
Of which this autumn saw the fall. 
I was well-nigh their latest guest 
If facts by figures are expressed ; 
Scarcely four days in truth had flown 
Since I had crossed its threshold stone. 
When hungry flames enwrapped it round, 
And burnt it to the very ground ! 
All gone ! past hope of restoration — 
Ruins, and utter desolation ! 
Insurances can meet, 'tis true, 
The losses in a monied view, 
And architects design a mansion 
Of more convenience or expansion. 
But how can modern art retrace 
The time-worn features of a place ? 
Wainscots and stairs of solid oak, 
Blackened with age, and use, and smoke ? 
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With armoury, in mosses found, 

Of Ancrum moor and neighbouring ground, 

Two-handed swords and breastplates dinted 

By bullet, bolt, or blows unstinted ; 

Pikes, claymores, morions, with scars 

Of death-wounds in our Border wars ? 

The door, with ponderous bar and socket, 

Devised in olden times to lock it, 

But needless when 'twas opened wide 

From morning's dawn till eventide 

To welcome every coming guest, 

Who sought for shelter, food, or rest ? 

Farewell ! dear venerable pile, 

Which o'er the landscape seemed to smile, 

Conspicuous in grand sobriety, 

'Mid giant trees of much variety, 

And monarch of its wooded height, 

All mellowed with autumnal light ! 

Farewell ! once more I say with pain, 

We ne'er shall see its like again ! — 

Yet its good owner has the will 

That it should be his Ancrum still — 

Renewed to form the ancestral home 

Of generations yet to come. 
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May he the pious wish complete 
To reconstruct his country seat, 
And a fresh residence be found 
To occupy the ancient ground j 
Like Phoenix, rising from the pyre, 
Which erst consumed its dying sire ! 



'£££t&£ 



Digitized by 



Google 



"%hz %*% of the fast ^n^Ur." 



CANTO IV. 

I. CJye Angler's lament 

III. Compensation, 
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Ghartas Mtxzribn, I2tk (BatI of 3§ome, 

by whose kind permission the chief part of the jingling 
herein described was enjoyed in the Autumn of 1880, 

This Canto is dedicated- 
by 

The Author. 
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5VEN hours of toil ! the river in good ply — 
The day a final one of angling season — 
Yet not a single fish had ta'en the fly, 
And inexperienced folk might ask the reason. 

Consult your weather-glass, and mark its fall 
By slow degrees of obstinate declension : 
Observe that lowering sky — they're both a call 
For an old angler's gravest apprehension. 

Vainly one sees each favourite pool replete 
With finny monsters, through the water glancing, 
Not to seek food, but in this way to greet 
The spate their instinct tells them is advancing. 

We cannot analyse the nervous tact 

By which these fish prognosticate the weather, 

But long experience confirms the fact 

How at such times they " shut up" altogether* 
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Yet who that really loves the " gentle art," 
And has a fair amount of self-reliance, 
Would ever hesitate to do his part, 
And set all evil omens at defiance ? 

There's just a chance that some attractive fly 
May tempt a traveller from his resting station ; 
Or, if it fail to captivate his eye, 
The very casting is a fascination. 

Across the run your lure is neatly brought . 
In constant expectation of some booty ; 
And if no fish will take it— -then they ought ! 
And they, not you, are failing in their duty ! 

If told, they're not to blame for being shy, 
Though shyness makes its subjects somewhat skulky ; 
Still obstinacy's odious, you'll reply, 
And that's at bottom of their turning sulky. 

Well ! could you see from salmons' point of view, 
They wouldn't take your argument for granted : 
They'd say the fault was not in them, but you, 
Who .pestered them with baits that were not wanteds 
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But to my tale : — We fished from off the bank 
Dyke, Dick's, and Dupplin stream so often fruity ; 
Then crossing, waded down the Croys and Stank, 
But without taking e'en the smallest booty — 

To Ministers', and Wilkinson below, 
And to both Buchans we in turn proceeded ; 
But vain our efforts — futile every throw — 
Doctors, Jock Scotts, and Charmers all unheeded. 

So when all reasonable hope was past, 
And darkening sky proclaimed the day was dying, 
With sadness we retraced our steps at last 
Up to the shallow where our boat was lying. 

" Now pull, McLaren, to the further shore ; 
"Time's nearly up— see how the day is fading — 
" You'll meet me at the Ministers' once more, 
" While from this side I'll fish the cast by wading." 

Ten years ago this pool was quite first-rate 
For always holding salmon, and their taking ; 
But spates have hurt the channel much of late, 
Silting it up, and change of current making. 
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The stream rushed onwards with a surging sweep 
'Mid boulder stones, where fish were always lying, 
And the adjacent parts were wide and deep, 
Though sluggish t wards the end — there's no denying. 

But now the sand has formed a growing shoal, 
With a back-water stagnating behind it \ 
Yet, since the mischief is beyond control, 
We must proceed to take it as we find it. 

Well ! as I reached that corner of the stream, 
Where I must wade as deep as boots would Jet me, 
I realized, what one may sometimes dream, 
A sight so sudden as almost upset me! 

Full twenty salmon, as if all inspired, 

Throughout that current's course were boldly leaping; 

And I, by pent-up emulation fired, 

Was not content, be sure, with only peeping! 

As quick as thought, a beauteous silver grey, 
On double hook, was to the line appended — 
(That's a sure pattern, when the night and day 
In deepening twilight are together blended.) 
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Dear brother anglers, I need scarcely tell 

What your experience is often proving ; 

The gloamin is to fish a sort of spell 

When those of heaviest weight are aiblins moving. 

Now, as I paid out line at every cast, 
The furthest confines of the run to cover, 
I spied a monster, of a size so vast 
That his dimensions made me creep all over. 

'Three times I saw this splendid salmon dash 
Above the surface of his distant quarters, 
Then disappear with a portentous splash, 
Which cut deep circles in the seething waters. 

•' Be canny, now P (if thought were clothed in 

speecH) ; 
" Fish, inch by inch, sedately, at your leisure : 
" You've line enough — he's nearly in your reach — 
" Another step — and you can take his measure !" 

With nice adjusted aim the fly is cast 
Just where his nose should be — a rush ! — a flounder ! — 
A furious draw ! Hurrah ! I'm hard and fast 
In what V guess is — well— a forty pounder ! 
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Off! like a shot, at once he sped away 
Beyond the stream, full eighty yards and over, 
And I was left, to follow as I may, 
Regain the shore, and all that line recover ! 

For if it be submerged at any length, 

Tis by the current in a loop distended, 

And should the fish just then exert his strength 

On a dead pull — you're broke — and all is ended. 

This fellow might have played me such a trick 
When with so long a line I was encumbered ; 
But apprehension made my movements quick, 
Though threescore years and ten I'd lately numbered. 

Reeling in sharp, I ran forenent my prejr, 
Rod up and tackle taut, as I required ; 
Now let the salmon struggle as he may, 
An even pressure holds him till he's tired. 

In fitful course about the pool he'd roam, 
Then throw himself aloft in wild contortions, 
Lashing the surface into sheets of foam, 
And thus exhibiting his grand proportions ! 
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But in the ratio of a salmon's bulk 

Speed so prolonged entails no small exertion ; 

It suits them better to lie still and sulk, 

Which process anglers view with much aversion. 

Such, in this instance, was the actual case ; 
To a deep, quiet lair the fish retreated 5 
Whence a long bout of jerking tugs took place, 
For many minutes ceaselessly repeated. 

He doubtless saw and felt the thread of gut, 
(Not threefold, but for fineness only single,) 
And tried the small but sturdy link to cut 
By rubbing his jaw-bone against the shingle ! 

This danger of a break was sternly met 
(For anglers know precisely what the course is) j 
A draw down stream, with rod-top lowly set, 
Some movement from a salmon soon enforces. 

The gallant fish, with so much pressure spent, 
Could fight no more — the contest was decided ; 
Completely passive, down the pool he went, 
Which near this point grew shallow and divided. 
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The greater portion flowed on our side, 
Along a channel steep, and somewhat narrow, 
Which caused the water of the stream to glide 
Unbroken, but as speedy as an arrow. 

Down this the fish allowed itself to float, 
Now on one side and then the other turning, 
As listless as a log or empty boat, 
While we to gaff him were intensely yearning. 

But we were parted by an upright wall 
Of bank, about right feet above the river ; 
And I'd a prospect at the end of all, 
Which gave me a convulsive kind of shiver ! 

Where the brae terminates, two willow trees , 
Of ample size, with branches, stood expanded ; 
And if my rod or line were hanked in these, 
I should indeed effectually be stranded ! 

If I ran forwards, they would intervene 

Betwixt me and the capture of this whopper ; 

Or, if I tried to shun their leafy screen, 

I should catch something else — and that's a cropper! 
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Twas lucky that the current shoaled just here 

Off to a depth of scarce a dozen inches ; 

So I must venture, and allay my fear 

With the old song of " He's a knave that flinches." 

No standing still ! however rude the shake, 
Or worse mishap, in which this leap may find me ; 
I must at once resolve th' attempt to make, 
And run all risks, to get those trees behind me. 

One moment, therefore, saw me o'er the brink 
Seated, and for this heavy drop preparing — 
The next below the brae like plummet sink, 
Leaving M'ljaren on the summit staring ! 

All safe ! though with the shock I'm rather queer, 
No more by dread of obstacles I'm haunted ; 
No harm's befallen either man or gear, 
And I pursue the kipper, nothing daunted ! 

Now we were launched upon that famous cast, 
Denoted Wilkinson by all the neighbours ; 
The trees and dangerous water fairly past, 
And little prospect of protracted labours. 
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The rapids, erst divided, here once more 

In one united stream together mingle, 

With channel deepish t'wards the further shore, 

But shallowing here to ripples on a shingle. 

The fish was floating still an inert mass, 
Regardless what direction he should follow \ 
So I induced him by degrees to pass 
From the thin stream into a tiny hollow. 

There he lay quiet, resting for a while, 

With shoulders, back, and tail above the water : 

Like Moses, half afloat upon the Nile, 

Till he was landed by King Pharaoh's daughter ! 

What better fortune could an angler ask ' 
With this huge kipper almost in possession ? 
To land him now would seem an easy task, 
Requiring only judgment and discretion. 

Had but the gillie stalked Kim from behind, 

And up the shallow to his ankles waded, 

To such approach the fish would have been blind/ 

And with the gaff he might have been invaded. .: . 



Digitized by 



Google 



€a»toiv. The Angler's Lament. 145 

Had sapient Irvine been with me that day 
He would have seen at once th' exact position, 
Would have outflanked the salmon as he lay, 
And landed him with ease and expedition. 

Not so ! — M'Laren saw that he was done, 
And for wet boots had little inclination ; 
But calculating that the prize was won, 
Dry-footed on the shore maintained his station. 

Twice he advanced to make the fatal stroke, 
Fronting the fish, which sluggishly retreated 5 
And twice, forgetting that we might be broke, 
The same unwise experiment repeated. 

But while in hopes ere long to reach his prey, 
He craned about the water's edge, and pottered : 
Up flew the line ! the hold had given way !— 
And backwards "down the stream the salmon squat- 
tered ! ' * 

Were the hooks broken ? No ; the steel was sound ; - 
The gut, though deeply frayed, had never parted; - 
No reason for escape could thus be found, 
Save that the hold within the mouth had started. 
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Oh ! who can paint an angler's bitter pain, 
The sinking of his heart and deep vexation. 
The shock which follows all that nervous strain, 
The sudden blank in place of exultation ? 

Our flight had reached a quarter of a mile, 
And half an hour just the time it lasted ; 
On all my efforts Fortune seemed to smile, 
Till at the end my fondest hopes were blasted. 

No words escaped me, no resentful sound, 
And memory cannot now my thoughts unravel ; 
But my dear rod was cast upon the ground, 
And then — I stamped with rage upon the gravel ! 

As for my henchman — faithful, brave, and keen — 

At his mistake no anger ever smoulders \ 

For had he that catastrophe foreseen, 

He would have plunged up to the very shoulders ! 

Now shades of night encompass me around ! 
Enshroud me close within your sable curtain ! 
No further chance of angling's to be found — 
The season s done — and so was 1 1 — for certain. 
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Farewell, sweet Dupplin ! and farewell the Earn ! 
(To whose dear owners I've been oft indebted) : 
Of you I dream, for you I often yearn ; 
But since that day no line in you I've wetted ! 
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WHW HAVE tried to relate how in seventy-eight 
09 HH] I lost a huge ponderous kipper, 

Which was utterly beat, but made good 
his retreat 
Through the fault of my gillie or clipper. 

As an angling concern I had taken the Earn, 
Going halves with a friend and relation ; 
But the season of drought threw us fearfully out, ? 
And it proved but a bad speculation. 

But that rime of reverse was followed by worse 
In the year eighteen hundred and eighty ; 
For to drought if you'll please to add salmon disease, 
Youll admit the disaster was weighty. 
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The previous year was intensely severe, 
Being winter from early October 5 
And constantly dry, with no water supply, 
Till the spring gave us weather more sober. 

The frost was so hard that fish were debarred 
From frequenting their " redds" for the spawning — 
A fact which alone we should greatly bemoan, 
As of scanty supplies a forewarning ! 

The baggits would stay till roe wasted away 
At a risk of ovarian congestion, 
Which mischief took place, in full many a case, 
During winter and spring without question. 

No year passes by that some fish don't die 
At the time when the spawning is ended ; 
But the residue flee, if they can, to the sea, 
To recover their flesh and be " mended." 

By instinct they wait for a suitable spate 

To be off to their maritime quarters, 

When, by aid of the stream, they pass down like a 

dream, 
To be bathed in the wholesome salt waters. 
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Salmon's nature, it's clear, would suggest the idea 
How to gain back the health they were losing ; 
But the river so low forbade them to go, 
And they lost any power of choosing. 

For here they were set, as if caught in a net, 
Not a drop of fresh water to float em ! 
And I humbly surmise we should feel no surprise 
At the fierce epidemic which smote em. 

About the deep holes they collected in shoals, 
As crowded as Jews in the Ghetto,* 
Till the river became, in fact, if not name, 
Half charnel house, half Lazzaretto ! 

Every reach in the course of the Tweed was a source 
Of pollution with dead and with dying j 
Salmon, minnows, and trout were all scattered about, 
In one plague-struck community lying ! 

Tls admittedly true that some symptoms were new 
In that late indiscriminate slaughter ; 
Yet it might be the taint of the usual complaint, 
Aggravated by filthy, stale water. 

* The quarter in Rome where the Jews are compelled to live. 
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Fish require pure air, as we, to repair 
The waste which results from existence : 
If oxygen fail, no food's of avail 
To supply them with means of subsistence. 

Should you happen to go to the tanks at the " Zoo," 
Where fish swim in view of beholders, 
You'll at times see a crust, in appearance like must, 
Adhere to their heads or their shoulders. 

Now, must is a sign, as in cellars of wine, 
That the air s in a state of stagnation : 
And the fact is the same in the instance I name, 
Though in water for fishes' natation. 

The loss of good health is developed by stealth 
In these captives deprived of volition ; 
And the fungus which grows on the poor fishes' nose 
Is the index of failing condition. 

This fact pervades all, things great as things small — 
The salmon no less than the gudgeon ; 
Restrict the supply of air, and fish die, 
As sure as though felled by a bludgeon. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ca»to iv. Interlude: A Dirge. 155 

If a deep, sluggish pool with salmon be full. 
And scarce any stream running through it, 
You'll find by degrees they'll contract some disease, 
Which will make their proprietors rue it ! 

And this, I suspect, was the fatal effect 

Of unparalleled drought in the weather 5 

The germs of complaint spread beyond all restraint, 

And killed down the fish altogether. 

Such dead as were found were laid underground 
To arrest the contagion from spreading 
For fish, newly run, were soon stricken and done 
In each pool that they put their poor head in ! 

A rattling big flood, with its liquified mud, 
Was wanted the channel for scouring, 
And for sweeping away what had fallen a prey 
To a plague so intense and devouring. 

So the river was left of produce bereft 
Till the scourge by spring floods was abated, 
And the question arose, if after these blows 
The salmoij would be re-instated ? 
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There s a proverb of old in which we are told 
That the sea's so prolific a mother, 
There is in it about as much fish as come out 
To feed us one time and another. 

Let us hope it is true of salmonidae, too, 

That the sea a fresh stock will deliver 5 

For 'tis certain, at least, there was scarcely a beast 

Of that sort left alive in the river ! 

Nor may we assume because there is room 
For their growth and improvement in ocean, 
That they can be bred, save in gravelly bed 
hud fresh water, with adequate motion. 

Nay — if they won't thrive, or even survive, 
In foul water, and drought, and bad weather, 
We must keep up our store and raise plenty more 
By different means altogether. 

For should we have lost the whole breed to our cost 

By fausse-couches, and death, and sepulture, 

We have visions and dreams of re-stocking our 

streams 
By that novel device — pisciculture ! 
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In some quiet bield, as at Stormontfield, 
We want a few ponds with protection — 
To follow the plan dear Frank Buckland began, 
Of raising young parr in perfection ! 

With a will there's a way — what's done on the Tay, 
At Tweedside is as sure of succeeding : 
Tis a simple affair — pure water and air 
Will develop the ova for breeding. 

But in Tweed an abuse devoid of excuse 
Is hurtful to fish, men, and cattle, 
Which increases, they say, in a dangerous way, 
And excites a riparian battle. 

May they hit the sair blot o' that mercantile spot — 
Galashiels ! wi' its tartans and flannel- 
Shedding waters like ink, with a fetor and stink, 
Which poison the. Tweed and its channel! 

They've hydropathy cures, hotels, an sic lures, 
Anent which there is o'er muckle jaw, mon ; 
Twere better ava' for Tweedsiders an a 
If they'd mend the piiir kelts an' the sawmon ! 
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|HE summer passed by more sunny and dry 
In the north than old folks could remember, 
And unless I forget, there was not the least 
wet 
Till about the thirteenth of September. 

I had visits to pay, and had promised to stay 
At Eslington first, in my outing ; 
Though Lord R. wrote me word, it was simply absurd 
To expect in the Aln any trouting. 

The stream at the time was a streak of green slime, 
Without over statement or blether j 
Nor did he once care, all the weeks he'd been there, 
To put his trout tackle together. 
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Now here was my run of good fortune begun, 
(For I wasn't delayed by this panic), 
As we. started by train, a magnificent rain 
Went with us from London to Alnwick ! 

And when the chaise stopped — as "at home" we 

were dropped — 
To be welcomed by Harry, dear fellow ! 
The Aln had " gaen oot " abune half a foot, 
Quite as thick as pea soup, and as yellow! 

Next day she'd run in, pale-coloured and thin, 
With east wind a nice ripple producing ; 
And a drizzling rain just now and again, 
Which proved to the trouties seducing. 

Nor is there a doubt that, after long drought, 
When fish have grown feckless and lazy, 
The very first shower has magical power 
To drive them all perfectly crazy. 

So I fancied to try if they'd look at the fly : 
My nephew 'd gone out for some shooting, 
Letting " Uncle Rob" stay to go after his prey — 
They call me " Rob-water" for looting !) 
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There's a limited space just in front of the place 

Scarce the fourth of a mile in extension, 

'Twixt a foot bridge and lane, and the " cauld" of 

grey stane 
(Border term for dam-head, I may mention.) 

Then the burn s from the door sixty yards and no 

more, 
Where we oft wet our line at beginnings ; 
But I little thought such a lot would be caught 
In such a small distance for innings. 

It proved the good scheme of fishing up stream, 
And more than rewarded my labours ; 
For each bonnie trout was drawn downwards and out, 
Without ever disturbing his neighbours^ 

They were rising so fast, there was scarcely a cast 
But one took the first fly he might chance see-^ 
(I put on but two, and I'll tell em to you, 
A " hares lug," and at tail " Hpffland's Fancy.") 

The result was a score of five dozen and more 
(Baker's dozens they were, if you ask it), 
And, weighing all round three or four to the pound. 
They made a respectable basket. • ; 
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In that evening the rain came in earnest again, 
And continued all night without stopping, 
So the next day at eight we'd a furious spate, 
All the banks to some distance o er-topping. 

Twould be two days from hence ere waters so dense 
To a normal condition subsided, 
And in four at the most I must leave my kind host, 
Which none could regret more than I did. 

But what of the third ? — if by luck it occurred 
That the weather would quietly settle, 
The Aln in that time would clear off its slime, 
And for fly be in excellent fettle. 

When that day was at hand the river was grand ! 

For our purpose it scarce could be better ; 

But white clouds in blue sky, and hot sun in one s 

eye,. 
Were scarce angling signs to the letter ! 

Tis n ? t easy to say which is best in its way — 
A full water or suitable weather 5 
And 'tis only in dreams that a fisherman seems 
To secure both conditions together. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CamoIV. Compensation. ' 165 

lis better, indeed, we are mostly agreed, 
That Providence rules this proceeding ; 
But if I had my choice, I should always rejoice 
At high water in course of receding. ' " 

Fish are on the qui vive from morning till eve 
When a river is flushed in its running, 
And they're mostly so keen for what they can glean 
That their appedte conquers their cunning. 

As sods break away from the edge of the brae, 
Worms and larvae are dropped in the eddy ; 
And each little prize is noted by eyes, 
And mouths to devour them are ready. 

On food they will gloat till they're full to the throat, 
And the mass tumbles out of their gullet ; 
Yet still they will rise at the succulent flies, 
As an epicure plays with a pullet. 

But after two days of glut in such ways 
They become rather careless and saucy, 
And unless they are hit by a tempting tit-bit, 
They don't or they ivorit , any more see. 
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We walked up a mile, past the mill of Great Ryle, 
Before we began our campaigning ; 
For there we could find many pools to our mind. 
Dark-coloured, but clearness regaining. 

To counteract glare, a westerly air 
Gave the flies a nice undulous morion, 
Inviting the. trout to be on the look-out, 
If on feeding they had the least notion. 

To make my tale short, we had excellent sport, 
Though they wanted some little persuasion ; 
Yet they rose -pretty _ fast, and we numbered at last 
Just the same as on th' other occasion. 

Thus ended my bout with the Eslington trout, 
For a bum 'twas sufficiently fruity ; 
But for salmon I burned, and to Scotland adjourned 
In hopes of some weightier booty. 

Yet a trip to the Ness met with little success, 
'Spite of labour, and Denisons science ; 
Two grilse were the most of which I could boast,. 
For the fish set us both at defiance. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Canto iv. Compensation. 167 

Our daintiest flies could elicit no rise, 
Though cast in each favourite quarter, 
And the painful effect was to make us suspect 
There was scarcely a fish in the water. 

But symptoms of wet awakened hope yet 
That the rivers might soon be in order, 
And a spin by the train soon brought us again 
To familiar scenes on the Border. 

It was pleasant indeed, upon crossing the Tweed, 
To see trouters engaged in their calling ; 
It denoted a " fresh," and the prospect of " fesh" 
On the move, when a water is falling. 

From St. Boswells the run is conveniently done 

In an hour to Ancrum's dear portal ; 

And th$ Scotts take such care of each friend staying 

there 
That their guest is a fortunate mortal ! 

Sir William was bent that I should be sent 
On the morrow to fish at Makerstoun, 
And with a fair day, he proceeded to say, 
Your chance will be far from the worst one/ 
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One morning of late he himself landed eight 
With George Wright at the lowermost water $ 
'Twas there I should go, and he'd have me to know 
That the prospect was good for some slaughter. 

As the morning was grey, I was early away, 
And met Wright on the Trows at his station ; 
So, while fixing the gear, I was eager to hear 
From him some correct information. 

" Now, Geordie, just say, what the hope is to-day." 
« Weel, there's reason we both should be cheery, 
" The water's no bad, an' there's fesh to be had, 
" If it dinna turn bright — that's the query. 

u Sin* the spate was begun they've been a' on the run •, 
" They're the first we ha'e had a' the season ; 
4t An' yell see wi' yer eyes they are weel on the rise, 
" Sae for failure I can't see a reason. 

" I'll warrant there's scores, juist here i' the Doors, 
" An' the cast is in excellent fettle ; 
" Yell heuk ant in here, but he'll ficht ye richt sair, 
" Sae be sure that yer line's o' gude mettle. 
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" Ye ken a' the cast — dinna fesh ower fast; 
" Try it close — take yer time (for ye ve planty.) 
"Hech! that sawmon was bold — an ye'vfe sune 

gotten hold ! 
" He's clean run, an* in weicht abune twanty I" 

(Now, here I may say that George has a way 
Of revealing his inmost reflections, 
And if not confused, I'm immensely amused 
At hearing his quaint interjections. 

They're full of shrewd sense, 'mid excitement intense, 
And I'm told what I quite can conjecture, 
That when he's alone, and has a fish on, 
He delivers the same kind of lecture.) 

" Aye, ye've heuked him ! — that's richt— dinna baud 

'im too ticht, 
" For fear ye'd be raxing yer tackle — 
" Ane could safely rely he wad come to thon fly, 
" Siller grey, with a guinea-fowl hackle. 

" Check him now ! — for he wants to be at his auld 

haunts, 
" I' them craigs ; but ye'll no let him enter ; 
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" In a moment he'd cut yer'cast o' gude gut— - 
" If ye can y play him weel in the centre* 

" We've had mony a break 'twixt the Doors an' the 

Straik 
" Wi' them boulders and queer perforations \ 
" "Neath them sawmon lie, an' sma' blame if they try 
" To regain their oreginal stations/' 

This salmon, indeed, ran thrice at full speed 
For the craigs, which a shelter presented ; 
But the efforts were vain, being met by a strain 
That the risky manoeuvre prevented. 

I was thus far afloat in the stern of the boat, 
Till by Wright it was carefully stranded 5 
Then with face to the foe, stepping cautious and slow, 
Rod in hand I walked backwards, and landed. 

(Here, I'll frankly confess I was once in a mess 
While playing a twenty-four pounder ; 
Going backwards, I trod on spare joints of my rod, 
And smashed every one with the flounder ! 
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True, the fish wasn't lost — but at what a sad cost f 

How Learmonth did chaff me ! and well so — 

Tet 'twas good for the trade, and fresh pieces were 

made 
By matchless John Forrest of Kelso.) 

But now all was sound, and we stood on firm ground, 
Where we held a commanding position ; 
Till the salmon was beat, without force to retreat, 
And reduced to a feeble condition. 

The water was broke by a languishing stroke 
Of his tail, while the head burrowed under ; 
Then he yielded at length to superior strength, 
And was netted by Wright without blunder. 

(If, in taking such prize, I am asked to surmise 
How long it requires to win it, 
I would say in the rough it gives margin enough 
To reckon two pounds to a minute.) 

Says George, " A braw fesh ! wi' tide lice on his flesh, 
" Whan did he leave Berwick, I wonder ? 
" He's bonnie and clear, as a ve seen a* the year, 
" An' by balance a twanty-three punder ! 
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" But jump i' the boat, and cover the throat 
*' O' thon stream, ere it breaks into torrent ; 
" Yell heuk ane in there-^-it's anither affair 
" To land him — it's risky, I'll warrant." 

Now the throat which he meant was a rapid descent, 
First oily, then foam like a lasher ; 
And should a fish go down there, you must know 
You would meet with a terrible smasher. 

Our fortune was great — we had no time to wait — 
Not patience, but caution, was needed ; 
We collared a nine, which ere long became mine, 
And then to fresh water proceeded. 

We tried the Red Stone, to no purpose, I'll own, 
For which Geordie assigned a fair reason ; 
The water was bright, with a curl very slight, 
Though it needs a good rattling breeze on* 

We skimmed up the cast, rather heedless and fast, 
To the stream where it really commences 5 
The pool is the same, but it alters its name 
To " Blakeinan," in which little sense is. 
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Here, without much ado, we soon landed two, 
Making " Blakeman " sufficiently fruity ; 
A grilse of nice weight, between seven and eight, 
And a twenty-five baggit — a beauty ! 

Now the sun came in force, making useless, of course, 
Further casting till that was diminished 3 
So we both went ashore for two hours or more, 
Wijh a fear that our chances were finished. 

On the neighbouring bank was a shieling of plank, 
Where anglers can rest in a measure 5 
Partake of good cheer, drink their sherry or beer, 
And indulge in a pipe at their leisure. 

True, the taste of a " weed" can seldom succeed 

In affording me much satisfaction, 

Yet there's scarcely a man but will smoke when he 

can, ' 
And "gude 'baccy's" to George an. attraction. 

So we chatted away through the heat of the day 
Till the sun from the water was shaded, 
Then started again to re-fish the Red Stane, 
Which Wright for its failure upbraided. 
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For the surface was still as the pool of a mill, 
Save the circles thrown up by deep boulders, 
And the fish were too shy to look up at the fly, 
Or to raise any ."boil" with their shoulders. 

Where the swift water breaks at the head of the 

" Straiks," 
We attempted our fly to deliver, 
Raising one without touch, and that was " no much" 
For the creamiest cast in the river. 

Said George, "It's too clear, though the gloamin 

is near, 
" And by stillness our chances diminish ; 
" But well give a fresh cast i* the Doors juist at last, 
" Which will bring our day's work to a finish." 

So we ransacked the stores of those magical Doors, 
Which harboured the fish in such plenty, 
And took one salmon more on the southerly shore, 
Which proved a strong kipper of twenty. 

Geordie had his full say while the fish was on play 
For some time (for the kipper was plucky) ; 
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But when safe on land, Wright shouts, "Understand, 
4i A' consider ye've been verra lucky. 

"Not a fish on the heuk but we've landed and tuik 

" Withoot ony break or disaster -, • 

*' And thae five on the grund will turn eichty-four 

pund, 
" Which '11 gladden Sir Wulliam, the master !" 

" Farewell ! honest friend — this conquest will end 

" Our fishing together this season ; 

" I wish it mayn't be the last visit for me, 

" For which fear I'll assign you a reason. 

" After twenty long years, Makerstoun appears 
" To have changed both its tenant and rental ; 
4 * So my future is marred, but I must hold hard, 
" And avoid being too sentimental !" 

Of two days I'll speak, in the following week, 

When on upper Makerstoun campaigning — 

Two grilse brought to bank on the first; then a 

blank — 
But of that there's no use in complaining. 
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When the river is low that water's no go. 
And the reason's not hard to unravel — 
Willie's bank is a shoal without any deep hole, 
And the Orchard stream choked up with gravel ! 

« 

They threw out a " put," that the current might cut 
Through the shingle to rocky foundations ; 
But, alas 1 it's done worse — just the very reverse, 
And ruined those excellent stations ! 

The Orchard's a cast which could not be surpassed — 
" A sure find," as all anglers asserted ; 
But it's now a surprise if one meet with a rise, 
For, in fact, the stream's all but deserted. 

Its sides had a stock of deep shelves in the rock, 
Which salmon are wont to repose in ; 
But when every ledge is filled up to the edge, 
There's no shelter to poke their poor nose in ! 

Now, what should we do, if an inn that we knew 
Were replete with discomfort and smother ? 
If we needn't remain, our remedy's plain— 
We should simply resort to another ! 
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And so with oar friends— when a salmon ascends 
To take up his usual quarters, 
If he feel himself hurt with this rubble and dirt, 
He migrates to pleasanter waters. 

Certain places will hold fish in heat or in cold, 
Be the waters top big or too little : 
If rocky and deep, some salmon they'll keep, 
Though to take they may be " ower kittle." 

I can prove what I say about waters that stay 
(Not stay in the sense of stagnation) 
By a visit I paid, after Ancrum's was made, 
To Pavilion, by kind invitation. 

For the Whorls and Boat Shiel, and more, Elm 

Wheel, 
Were examples of what I've been saying ; 
Fish linger just here, with their spawning beds near, 
Hence we speak of such places as " staying." 

The Tweed had run in consumptively thin, 
And elsewhere the fish sulked at the bottom ; 
But we used to contrive to bring home four or five, 
And each day without failure we got em. 
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For my host, I should say, threw no chances away, 

But pulls them out fast when they're rising ; 

He with one arm does more than some would with 

Jour, 
And his skill with the rod is surprising. 

The butt is first placed in a belt at his waist, 
And he casts a good line at his leisure ; 
Then, if he get fast in a salmon at last, 
He adopts an ingenious measure. 

A swivel is slung at his shoulder, and hung 
By a strap left, in casting, to dangle ; 
But with a fish on, scarce a moment is gone 
Ere it's fixed to the rod at an angle ! 

This keeps up the top, and wont let it drop, 
But retains it in proper position $ 
Setting free his left hand, the reel to command, 
And to shorten his line at volition. 

Two fish on each day were my share of the prey, 
Weighing near eighty pound altogether ; 
But, alas ! further sport was completely cut short 
By keen frost and tempestuous weather. 
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Pear Pavilion ! I wot, I have haunted that spot 

Many years, as 111 presently mention — 

With the Learmonths for more than fifteen, and 

before, 
When the Broadwoods showed me kind attention ! 

Nay — earlier, too, when his Grace of Buccleuch 
Of Lord Somerville rented the water -, 
Wi' Jem Kerss for guide — I can say it with pride— 
We achieved some remarkable slaughter. 

We'd eleven first day ; second, twelve to display ; 
A.D., forty-four in September : 
Then four on the third ; while the river was stirred 
Before drutnmling^ I well can remember ! 

Three-and-forty I got (Was a capital lot !) 

In six days, between Melrose and Mertoun : 

I have kept all the dates, and the accurate weights, 

And thus of the facts I am certain. 

But Tweed, to be sure, was then pretty pure, 
Nor by wool manufactures infected ; 
Galashiels and its men were innocuous then, 
Nor its filth in the river collected. 
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Now mark !— t'other day, in the course of my stay . 
At Pavilion, above the Bridge casting 
A salmon came round, of twenty-three pound, 
To our fly, and the hook was struck fast in; 

Yet, when it was tired, and prudence required 
That the net in its meshes should hold it, 
The stream on our side was so foul that we tried 
Twice, in vain, to see how to enfold it ! 

Fm strictly exact in quoting this fact, 

Avoiding all exaggeration ; 

And can only compare the water just there 

To some ditch in a state of stagnation ! * . ' 

To resume : — time was lost through a week of keen 

frost, 
And the banks of dear Tweed I deserted ; 
For the space of ten days I went different ways, 
Then to quarters at Kelso reverted. 

I'd a reason, be sure, for prolonging my tour- 
Lord Dunglass kindly gave me permission 
My fortune to seek for the following week 
At Birgham — a splendid position. 
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With its " Dub" at high end, its waters extend 
For two miles amid streams and fine reaches : 
No portion of Tweed can surpass it, indeecj,. 
And that, honour bright, a true speech is ! 

I wish I could sum the casts as they come, 
But their names would fix me in a puzzle : 
I know them by heart, but the difficult part 
Is the rhyme, so I'll put on the muzzle. ' 



Yet I'll mention a few s firsts " The Dub" comes in 

view, 
Let to Denison, genial old fellow ! 
He's "Mon Prince," nothing less! holding this aftd 

the Ness, 
And a club man at Stockbridge as well, O ! 

Of rods he's a crop, which would furnish a shop, 
And his store of all tackle is fright'ning ; 
With thousands of flies of each pattern and size, 
From a " beryl" to " thunder and lightning* 1" ; . 

The collection is made not the least for parade, 
But for every event to be suited; 
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And the proof of the thing s in the booty he brings 
From the river successfully looted. 

As a fisher his name is familiar to fame, 

Keen as mustard, adroit, persevering 5 

When the season is done weighing fish by the ton, 

And to work through all weathers adhering. 

If at dinner we meet, 'tis a genuine treat 

To his jokes and good stories to listen ; 

He is solemn at first, till with laughter we burst, 

Then his features with drollery glisten. 

But with casts I'm to deal — so will pass to the Wheel, 
Carham Wheel, and its fine stream above it — 
Prison, Rummy, Kirk-end, Bluidy Breeks at the bend, 
And Cairn-neb, fruity spot — how I love it ! 

In this week, Til own, I let these alone, 
They're of Birgham the upper division ; 
But for legs which are slow there's less walking 

below, 
And 'tis nearer — which fixed my decision. 

Th' under water takes in "the Three Stanes" to begin, 
And " Pikey," two casts most invitin'; 
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"The Three -Brethren" succeed, and to "Nether 

Stream" lead, 
A grand torrent for salmon to fight in ! 

Then comes " Otter Stone/' and the stream from it 

thrown, 
* Lang Craig," " Craw Stane," and " Merk Skelly," 
" The Segg," and " Bell Stane," which to us was no 

gain, 
Though a cast of renown. A' can tell ee I 
• 

" White Eddie " comes then, and deserves from my 

pen 
All the praise which in justice I owe it ; 
Next the " Whin," and " Shaw's Mere," with 

(t Knowe-head" at the rear, 
Sever Birgham from Wark, just below it. 

But of casts " quantum suff.," in plain English 

enough, 
To anglers their aspect's delicious ! 
But to make them avail is a different tale ; 
Air and water must both be propitious. 
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Now let me relate that the Tweed was in spate 
Two days of my week, I remember, 
And no one could start to practise his art 
Before Tuesday, the first of November. 

Nay, a fisherman's chance was scarce in advance, 
When I tell you what weather succeeded : 
It began to freeze hard, so prospects were marred. 
And hope by bad symptoms impeded. 

The barometer high — not a cloud in the sky — 
Keen frost, with an atmosphere searching ; 
And, worst sign of all, look at Kelso Town Hall, 
With two daws on the weathercock perching ! 

Dear reader, don't laugh, or think this is chaff, 
Though I cant give the rationale; 
But Kelsonians know, when two daws settle so, 
That anglers to sport may say " vale!" 

Despite this mishap, we jump into our trap, 
Sport or no, we are keen to begin it ; 
Wi' five miles for a course, and a ramshackled horse, 
'Twill take fifty minutes to win it. 
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Willie Scott's at his gate, though far from elate, 
And he greets me with evil surmising : 
" The water's no bad, if there's fesh to be had, 
" But A'm thinking they'll no be for rising." 

We clear the grass lanes and begin at '* Three 

Stanes," 
Taking all other casts in their order, 
Trying all sorts of flies without ever a rise, 
So of " blank" I must be the recorder. 

The sun with its blaze was sufficient to daze 
Any mortal who saw its reflexion 
In a river like glass, or a sheet of fine brass, 
With no breeze to improve its complexion. 

Two consecutive days not a fish could we raise, 
Wi' this frost and bright sun in alliance ; 
The jackdaws were right, as from morning till night 
All our efforts were set at defiance. 

But a frost of this sort is in general short, 
And three days the outside of its lasting ; 
Then it changes again to wind or to rain, 
If the first, all the better for casting. 
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So on Thursday we met with a breeze, and no wet, 
And returned to the streams we'd begun in, 
Where we landed just two, but saw very few, 
As though the fresh fish weren't runnin*. 

Next day we got more, two, of over a score, 
For which Scott with his net was all ready, 
And one, seventeen, as a new shilling clean, 
Which we took at the last in " White Eddie/' 

But the Saturday's quest eclipsed all the rest — 
We'd a take which is seldom exceeded j 
For no less than nine became Willie's and mine, 
Which no one enjoyed more than he did ! 

Let me say, if you please, that a strong, steady 

breeze 
From the morning till evening was blowing, 
And the light of the day was a soft mellow grey, 
The same tint on the water bestowing. 

(Whereas change of light is disturbing to sight, 
And thereby fish, as we, are affected : 
As when salmon rise short, and escape being caught, 
Leaving us by such failures dejected!) 
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At " Lang Craig" we began, where an opposite man 
Of his casting had given it plenty, 
Bnt failed of success ; while we captured no less 
Than a nineteen, a nine, and a twenty ! 

Indeed, I may say that our rivals that day 
Had three boats on their side of the water ; 
But this triple fuss did no mischief to us, 
Nor caused us to budge from our quarter. 

I really forget if more prizes we met 
Ere we went to the hut for some luncheon ; 
Half-an-hour of rest giving time to digest 
The bread and cold meat we'd been munchin'. 

Here a tame little bird, knowing well what occurred 
When we came to this spot, was invited 
To watch till we threw some crumbs within view, 
Which he claimed without being affrighted. 

Now when we returned to our work we soon learned 

What a kettle of fish was in motion ! 

For it seemed that our pool was replete with a 

" schule " 
Of salmon fresh run from the ocean ! 
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Every third or fourth cast we had hold of one fast, 
And no sooner had that in possession, 
Than another one came, to be served just the same, 
Till we'd taken six fish in succession ! 

I am certain the place, if measured by pace, 
Was not thirty yards in dimension ; 
Tet for all that we got, there remained such a lot 
As to show not the slightest declension. 

Then the hold of the hook from four others was shook, 
After each had a vehement struggle; 
Two indeed did we get 'gainst the hoop of die net, 
When they slipped from our grasp by a juggle ! """ 

It remains to relate the whole aggregate weight— 

'Twas pounds hundred, twenty, and seven ; 

There were three of nineteen, twenty-two we have 

seen — 
Two nines, eight, and ten, and eleven ! 

From three till near five we continued to thrive 
In this wonderful cast of " White Eddie ;" 
Then as night was at hand we returned to the land, 
Where a carriage from Hirsel was ready; 
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I was there as a guest to fulfil a request, 
That on Sunday I'd help a young neighbour ; 
Twas a service of Ipve for our Master above, 
And a privilege rather than labour. 

They asked me to stay at the Hirsel next day, 
And to try my last chance in the morning *, 
Which offer so kind could not be declined, 
Though the weather of mischief gave warning. 

Half z gale, misty rain, then the frost back again, 
Though slight, with the wind from the nor'rard j ; 
But the river was right both in colour and height, 
So we're off, to the tune of " hark forrard 1" 

But we. met with a change disappointing and strange, 
Baffling all piscatorial cunning ; 
Eor in spite of our pains, three fish at "The Stanes," 
When hooked, got away from us, running! 

The first, somewhat rash, took the fly with a splash,. 
Then shook himself off with a flounder ; 
Of the next, more demure, we felt quite secure, 
And adjudged him i twenty-three pounder. 



Digitized by 



Google 



190 " the Lay of the Last Angler" casto iv. 

We played him till done, and thought he was won. 
For he lay within reach quite inertly 5 
But just as the net to enclose him was set, 
He slipped from his moorings expertly ! 

Five indeed got away in the course of the day, 
From the light or some cause atmospheric — 
Coming short of their mark, like a shot in the dark, 
Which nearly gave me an hysteric ! 

We landed but three, which, I think, you'll agree, . 
With these losses, was not a large capture ; 
But the last (not the least) was so lovely a beast 
That it filled all beholders with rapture. 

"Nether Stream" was the scene of this duel between 
My old self and this eminent beauty, 
And throughout the long fight I was in a blue fright " 
Lest the issue should turn out unfruity. 

The stream runs its course with a cataract's force 
In two currents, by boulders divided ; 
And behind one of these our boat lay at ease 
Ull the fish on it$ action decided 
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Thrice did it untwine sixty yards of my line, 
Running close to the opposite shingle ; 
Each time coming back on the opposite tack, 
With resistance, which made my blood tingle ! 

Then, swimming mid-stream, it put on extra steam, 
Heading down, with a pluck which was noble, 
Till it let itself go through the rapids below, 
While we followed, hard ajl, in the coble. 

Here the water was thrown through great sluices of 

stone, 
Any contact with which would be mortal * 
For 'twould instantly cut the best triple-plied gut, 
But we dashed through this dangerous portal. 

The rush was too great for the salmon to wait, 
So it shot through the gap like a bullet, 
And all I could do was to let her go through 
Without check, or attempting to pull it. 

But the rod was held high, with its point to the sky, 
To prevent die line slanting or bagging ; 
And Scott kept the boat stern foremost afloat, 
And followed die lead without flagging. 
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So the danger was past, and to " Otter-stone" cast, 
A deep, rocky pool, we descended, 
Where the fish tried to rest, with exhaustion opprest* 
Giving proof that the fight was near ended. 

She could not sustain the continual strain 
Of our tackle, so firm and yet pliant \ 
But slowly gave in, while its silvery skin 
Gleamed in plunges still fierce and defiant. 

Then .we hasten to land, Willie taking in hand 
The net, of which he's such a master ; 
And in few moments more the salmons ashore, 
Without breakage or any disaster. 

I wasn't aware that the fair sex was there 
Looking on with intense satisfaction ; 
(Lady E. and a guest, at the latter's request, 
Who had never seen such a transaction.) 

From the neighbouring height they'd an excellent 

sight 
Of the battle from very beginning, 
And ran to the spot, when the salmon was got, 
To inspect the fair prize we'd been winning. 
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As it Jay on the ground, with us clustered around, 
Twas a picture which challenged attention ; 
And I wanted just then brush, pencil, or pen 
To sketch its fair form and dimension. 

I may also relate, it exceeded in weight 
All the salmon I'd caught in the season ; 
'Twas as near twenty-six as the balance could fix, 
Which for further rejoicing gave reason. 

Thus ended my fun ; the year's angling was done ; 
And soon back to old London we hasted : 
But I could not forget, amid labours and fret, 
The enjoyments I'd recently tasted. 

The result was not bad, spite of blanks which we 

had, 
For in t' other eight days we scored thirty 
Of good average weight, and as Paddy would state, 
" All clane, the swate darlints, an' purty." 

Let me then be content with the time that's been spent 

In partaking of this recreation ; 

And hope to be free, e'en at seventy-three, 

For some chance in a future vacation. 
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To the Memory of 

Co«patrick 2dexmbzt f late Gat! at %mt> 

Obit. July 4, 1881. 



mOW shall I end without some little word 
Of grateful love t* wards him now ta en away, 
Under whose roof, when these events occurred, 
It was my happy privilege to stay ? 

Noble he was in deeds, no less than birth, 
Courteous with friends, and to dependants kind ; 
But looking far beyond the things of earth, 
To Him, who says, " Seek Me, and ye shall find." 

Of studious habits and a classic mind, 

His memory was with copious knowledge stored, 

Chastened by purity and taste refined, 

And charming those assembled round his board. 
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Brave and unswerving in the cause of right, 

He yet was meek and simple as a child ; 

Taking in home-pursuits his chief delight, 

The same when fortune frowned, as when she smiled. 

He ruled his household with parental care, 
And filled, in sober dignity, his place, 
Hallowing each morn by praise and social prayer, 
That all might use God's proffered gifts of grace. 

Be it for us, while yet in mercy spared, 

To emulate the path which he has trod. 

Death may be sudden — 'tis not unprepared, 

When souls have long been communing with God ! 
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Written to a Friend 
Who was staying at Redcar for Sea Air. 
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BY voice I'll raise to sing the praise 
Of Redcar and of Coatham, 
Their men and women, girls and boys, 
Too numerous to quote em. 

With rapid pace this watering-place 
Has made itself notorious — 
Till it can boast that Yorkshires coast 
Has no abode more glorious. 

The streets extend along a bend 
Of smooth and sandy beach, 
Which by degrees runs up the Tees, 
And forms its southern reach. 
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One seam alone of ruddy stone, 
For half-a-mile or more, 
Runs like a flood of frozen blood 
Across that yellow shore. 

The rocky ledge cuts like a wedge 
Through sea, and strand, and tillage, 
From whence of yore its name tf Red-Scaur* 
Came to this Yorkshire village. 

I need not tell of wood or dell 

On Tees's upper water ; 

Its heathery moors, with grouse in scores 

For sportsmen keen to slaughter. 

For Tees has got through Walter Scott 
An eulogist far sweeter, 
Whose fancy bright paints Rokeby's height 
Above romantic Greta. 

So pray excuse my humble muse 
If she confine her ditty 
To prosy rhymes, and modern times, 
And Stocktons Quaker city. 
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Its broad-brimmed hats and white cravats, 
And snuff-brown coats and breeches, 
With matrons staid and many a maid 
Who Simon Pure bewitches. 

Then lower down there's Middle Town, 

Or burgh, in northern lingo, 

With roaring trade, by iron made, 

And profits huge, by Jingo ! , - ■* - 

The middle way is best, they say, 
And I believe it's true ; 
I hope they'll take, for Redcar's sake, 
The middle way with you : 

For if on Tees the Quakers please 
To keep this middle course, 
Tour atmosphere will still be clear, 
And Redcar none the worse. 

But if you're there to breathe sea air 
To keep or rally health, 
Twould be no joke to live in smoke, 
Or die for others' wealth. 
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But Redcar's pure, we may be sure, 
Even as Was of old, 
And you are free to sniff the sea, 
Nor fever catch, nor cold. 

One pastime there is " bains de mer" 
But this my mind perplexes, 
That in their dip they splash and skip, 
With small regard to sexes. 

Fair maidens lave beneath the wave 
Their forms arrayed in flannel, 
While men from boats bob op like floats, 
And swim along the channel. 

If you agree to try the sea, 
There's heaps of boats in hailing 
With oars to row, or if it blow 
Gently, I 'd counsel sailing. 

Some pace the sand with glass in hand 
To spie out distant shipping, 
Some donkeys try, those creatures sly, 
So heedless of your whipping. 
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There children play throughout the day 
Without a chance of hurting, 
While nurses talk or take their walk 
To do a bit of flirting. 

Further inland you can command 

A number of diversions j 

You've walks and rides, and lots besides 

Of pic-nics and excursions. 

Some quiet soul may choose to stroll 
Near home, perchance go shopping — 
While stronger wills go climbing hills, 
Such as is " Roseb'ry* Topping." 

But look away across the Bay, 
In northerly direction, 
You'll see a bluff or headland rough 
Well worthy your inspection. 

'Tis Hartlepool, the famous school , 
Of many a gallant seaman, 
Their sturdy way would seem to say, 
" Don't interfere with me, man." 

* A hill in Cleveland. 
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A Saxon race has held the place 
For countless generations, 
Bred in and in with kith and kin 
Until they're all relations. 

Full well I knew this hardy crew 
To be what I have sung them, 
For I was Priest two years at least, 
In residence, among them. 

A tongue of sand, as seen from land, 
Forms the old town's approaches ; 
But ends in block of limestone rock, 
Past which no sea encroaches. 

Tempests may roar on that lee shore, 
Tossing their waves on high, 
And Hilda's tower receive each shower 
Of spray that flickers by ; 

But that brave rock withstands the shock 
Of every surging billow, 
And people all within the wall 
Rest safely on their pillow. 
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No scheme of man could better plan 
A place to be secure in, 
Where craft could lie, hauled up and dry, 
Or anchored at their mooring. 

Twas once my lot upon this spot 
A fearful scene to witness, 
Though pen of mine can ill define 
What needs much greater fitness. 

An eastern gale of wind and hail 
Had lashed the sea to madness, 
With sudden force it ran its course, 
And filled our hearts with sadness. 

Up rose from sleep the treacherous deep 
like mountains cleft asunder, 
And broke ashore with deaf ning roar, 
One long continuous thunder. 

Upon the bluff (they call it heugh) 
Hundreds of folk assembled, 
Heedless of wet and cold, but yet 
With fear each person trembled ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



206 Poor Jack's Dangers and Deliverances. 

The anxious crowd, with sorrow bowed, 
Had gathered from all places : 
Women were there with streaming hair, 
And horror-stricken faces. 

Their eye-balls strain one glimpse to gain 
Of a dim something seaward, 
A darkened speck not yet a wreck, 
Bat drifting fast to leeward. 

Ah, 'tis a boat — she's still afloat ; 

Alas ! the storm has caught her, 

Yet makes she way through foam and spray 

Across the seething water. 

One tiny, spread of sail ahead 

Was set to keep her steady, 

While helmsman brave marked every wave, 

For each emergence ready ! 

An endless stream of breakers seem 
To gird that leeward coast, 
And if the crew 'mongst them broach to, 
As sure as fate they're lost ! 
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But one dark line, like ribbon fine, 
May tell to practised eyes 
Where amid blocks of sunken rocks 
A deeper channel lies. 

All eyes are bent with gaze intent 
On boat and struggling gallants : 
All hold their breath, for life or death 
Are trembling in the balance ! 

They knew each man the risk they ran 
Despite their utmost skill, 
For every wave might be their grave — 
Yet on they drove her still ! 

The helmsman's glance takes in the chance 
Of this dread situation ; 
No time is lost — he counts the cost, 
But shews no hesitation. 

His anxious eyes survey the prize 
If he can win that narrow 5 
God help us now ! he turns her bow, 
And speeds her like an arrow. 
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That noble craft, thus guided aft, 
Springs like a living beauty ; 
As timbers creak, they seem to speak, 
" 111 die, but in my duty." 

In desperate haste she'd almost past 
The waves of chiefest danger, 
When on they come, yards deep in foam, 
And white with deadly anger. 

Her headlong pace had won the race 
But for that broken water, 
With giant strides it laps her sides, 
And drowns her stern and quarter ! 

Dense clouds of spray enwrap their prey, 
And hide her from our view *, 
There's nought but prayer for God to spare 
Her brave but hapless crew ! 

Out shrieks the host, " They're lost, they're lost 1" 
Mid women's sobs and tears ; 
When, lo ! again, as if in pain, 
The boat her form uprears. 
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The Lord be praised ! from death she's raised, 
And through those blinding surges, 
Like a sea-gull, the staggering hull, 
With dripping sides, emerges. 

The buoyant boat is still afloat, 
Despite that deep immersion, 
With gunwales low and morion slow, 
Unfit for more exertion. 

Twas well the blast had borne her past 
That line of sunken reef; 
It set her free from th' outward sea, 
Near as she came to grief. 

With might aqd main the oarsmen strain 

To win a safe position, 

For if again she's so o'erta'en, 

Twill sink her to perdition. 

The sea she shipped had well-nigh clipped 
Her wings for future sailing ; 
She's settling down as though she'd drown, 
So all hands turn to baling. 



Digitized by 



Google 



210 Poor Jack's Dangers and Deliverances. 

But now the cliff, a rampart stiff, 
To shelter them extends •, 
And dangers o'er, they win the shore, 
'Mid troops of joyous friends. 

With weary eyes and mute surprise, 
Those men from death redeemed 
Can scarce believe in their reprieve, 
Bat seem as though they dreamed. 

Tet all around is well-known ground — 
Each object brought to view, 
Each loving act, proclaims the fact 
That their sweet dream is true. 

What ringing cheers salute their ears, 
What smiles from tear-stained faces, 
How hands are grasped and bosoms clasped 
In conjugal embraces ! 

What heartfelt joy, without alloy, 
As each man homeward wends, 
'Mid greeting loud from all that crowd 
Of sympathizing friends ! 
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To paint that scene in proper mien 

Is past my power, be certain ; 

Poor Jack's ashore — what need of more ? — 

So let us drop the curtain. 
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Now ready, cloth, price 5s 6d; half Morocco, rough edges, 7s 6d, 
post free, 



By the Hon. and Eev. ROBERT LIDDELL, 

FORMERLY VIGAB OF ST. PAUL'S, WILTON PLACB, LONDON. 

With Photo. Portrait, and 8 Reproductions of Etchings of Angling Scenes 
on the Tweed and the Earn, by the Anthor. 

To which is added, now first printed, 

Jack's Dangers and Deliverances: 

A Descriptive Seetoh of Redoar, Yorkshire. 



By permission of the Author, these privately-issued and much-prised 
"Lays" are now to be .collected and issued to the -public in a handsome 
illustrated volume. 

The publishers feel confident that these racy, lively, and graphic 
descriptions of angling experiences will be in great favour with all who 
can appreciate open-air enjoyment and piscatorial pursuits. Scottish 
anglers especially, whether fortunate or unfortunate, whether confined 
to the capture of trout or boasting of exploits with the nobler salmon, 
will in these angling poems live their experiences over again, and there- 
fore greatly prize the volume. 
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THE LATE THOMAS TOD STODDABT, Esq. 



Recently published, a new edition of 

Songs of the Seasons and other Poems, 

By THOMAS TOD STODDART, 

AUTHOR OP "THE ANGLER'S COMPANION," **AN ANGLER'S RAMBLES AND ANGLING 
BONGS," "ABEL ICASBTNGER," ETC. ETC. 



At the request of the Publishers, Mr. Stoddabt wrote an Autobio- 
graphy for this edition, the final revision of which he completed a few 
days before his death. 

The Autobiography extends to 40 pages, and contains many charac- 
teristic reminiscences and reflections, and an enumeration of his remark- 
ably wide acquaintance with men of note in various walks of life. 

The Autobiography is illustrated by the following Photographs : — 

THE AUTHOR (Misse* BrockWiurst and Booth, amateurs.) 

SHERIFF GLASSFORD BELL (Annan, Glasgow.) 

JOHN WILSON (Son of Christopher North). (Mackintosh, Kelso.) 

AULD ROB O' THE TROWS (From Frain's Subscription Picture.) 

A FAMILY GROUP (Mackintosh, Kelso.) 

THE WINDINGS OF THE TEVIOT (Mackintosh, Kelso.) 

THE TWEED AT KELSO ( WUso-n, Aberdeen.) 

THE AUTHOR'S FAVOURITE DOG "OBIE" (Mackintosh, Kelso.) 

Mr. Stoddabt took great interest in these illustrations, putting 
himself to no little trouble in obtaining the best negatives, so as to 
procure satisfactory pictures. The last meeting between him and the 
publishers was about the Photos at Mackintosh's Studio on the day he 
lay down to die. 

The impression of the Autobiographical Edition of the " Songs of the 
Seasons" was limited to 250, and of these upwards of 200 have been sold. 

Price 6s 6d, post free. 
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Lately published. Post 8vo. t price 6s 6d t post free, 

JUtflMflgMpltg of if ohtt fotmpr, 

ST. BOSWELLS, 
With characteristic Portrait on Steel. 

John Younger was a man altogether out of the ordinary stamp. Though 
he received very little education, he was assiduous in his self-improve- 
ment in various ways. He was a man of strong mental powers, and 
what may be called original and liberal views. His experiences and 
habits of thought were far from commonplace, and his literary produc- 
tions were of a superior order. He was the author of a racy little book 
on " River Angling," first published by Blackwood & Sons, Edinburgh, 
and subsequently in enlarged second and third editions by ourselves. 
He carried off the second prize offered by the Evangelical Alliance for 
the best essay on the Sabbath, and his essay had a very large circulation. 
For many years he carried on an extensive correspondence with notables, 
including, for instance, Ebenezer Elliot, the Corn Law Rhymer. 

There has now been added to the "Autobiography" a fac simile of a 
curious correspondence between John and the second Sir Walter Scott, 
wherein Sir Walter " wishes," in rather a military tone, to have made for- 
him a pair of fishing boots by Monday night — (he writes on the Thursday 
from Abbotsford, which would have allowed John three days at most to 
make them) — and describes his size of foot and length of limb. John's 
reply is certainly not that of a " snob." There is also John's account for 
the boots, with a note appended instructing how the boots should be worn. 

" He was a man in whose intellect and sturdy honesty I took great 
interest, long before he became- famous for his prize essay. I used in 
those days to stay frequently during my autumn holidays at the Inn at 
St Boswells, if not at Mertoun House, and became quite intimate with 
old John ; and many a time, when the river would not fish, have I sat 
down on an old ricketty wooden chair, with no back to it, by the old 
man, while he was at work at his trade in his cottage (Patmos), enjoy- 
ing his shrewd conversation on all subjects, to say nothing of the 
instruction he was able to give upon the gentle craft of angling, in which 
we were both equally enthusiasts. The man who most reminds me of 
him in many ways is Thomas Edwards, the Scotch Naturalist, whose Life 
by Smiles created such a sensation two or three years ago." — Letter to 
the Publishers from the Hon. and Rev. Robert IAddell, formerly vicar of St. 
Pout », Wilton Place, London. 

41 . . . We have not nearly exhausted the wealth of interest in 
this book, which in its general get-up is a credit to Messrs Rutherf urd, 
and one of the most valuable and interesting fragments of Border auto- 
biography which has seen the light for many a day." — Daily Review. 
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Price 2s 6d, Bound in Cloth, post free, and a proper size for the Pocket, 
A NEW EDITION OP 

River Angling for Salmon and Trout 

By the Late JOHN YOUNGEK, St Boswells. 

With additional Chapters on Creeper, Stone-Fly, and Worm Fishing, 
by the Editor ; and a Portrait and Short Memoir of the Author. 

" This is a new and improved edition of one of the most pleasant and 
useful little books on this pleasant subject It is needless to say what 
we have said before, that John Younger's instruction and advices as to 
angling are most valuable, as the fruits of long experience and great 
shrewdness." — Scotsman. 

" To the young trout fisherman we say, get Younger's little book and 
etudy it, and you have the whole art of trout fishing. To old fishermen 
we can say that it is the best and most practical book upon this class of 
fishing ever published/' — The Field. 

" ' The Shoemaker of St Boswells,' as he was designated in all parts of 
Scotland, was an excellent prose writer, a respectable poet, a marvel- 
lously gifted man in conversation ; and in all that related to the ' gentle 
art' of fishing, the very highest authority of his day. . . . His is the 
Angling Book for Scotland. . . . It is a genial pleasant book to read, 
independent of the information contained in it. There is one part of the 
book that will be read with interest ; that is, the biography of the author, 
the simple heart-stirring narrative of the life-struggle of a highly-giftod 
humble, and honest mechanic — a life of care, but also a life of virtue." — 
London Review. 

" Taken altogether, the book must assume a high position as an original 
piscatorial authority — the result of many years' keen observation."— 
Border Advertiser. 

" The publishers of this little volume deserve the highest credit for its 
handsome and elegant appearance. It contains an excellent portrait of 
Younger in his cobbler's apron. It is printed in a clear type, on good 
paper, and is very tastefully bound. We are glad to see such a production 
emanating from a publishing office in Roxburghshire."-— Hawick Advertiser. 



A few copies of the 1861 edition, containing Younger* s " Fresh Hints 
on the Nature of the Salmon," Ac., price 2s 6d, are still to be had. 

u To us, who leave the gentle art to more patient and painstaking 
spirits than our own, the best part of the book is that which contains 
some 4 Fresh Hints on the Nature of the Salmon,' and for conducting the 
Salmon Fisheries of the Tweed." — Sunderland Times. 
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In Alexandra 8vo, handsome cloth, gilt edges, price 4s 6d, post free, 

THE POETICAL WORKS OF DR JOHN LEYDEN, 

With Biographical Msatoifc by Sir Walteb Scott, and Supplementary 
Memoir embracing many new facts in Leyden's Life, and a full account 
of the Centenary Celebration at Denholm ; and illustrated with Portrait, 
Views of Leyden's Birthplace and Monument at Denholm, fac similes of 
the Poet's Handwriting, and Steel Engravings, &c. 

" This is incomparably the best edition of Leyden's works that has yet 
appealed. . . . Whether or not the portrait is correct in all its 
features, it was undoubtedly sketched from life, and it is the only one 
known to be in existence, and it is uncommonly well executed. The 
engraving of the poet's birthplace, from a photograph by J. Y. Hunter, 
Hawick, is a great improvement on all former pictures of the cottage, 
for it exhibits the house as it really is, with no fantastic or imaginary 
figures or features about it. . . . It is obvious that no expense and 
no trouble have been spared to make this a really splendid reprint of 
Leyden's works, and we feel warranted in saying that it not only has 
never been, but never will be surpassed as a memorial of the true-hearted 
Border bard, Dr. John Leyden." — Kelso Chronicle, Nov. 19, 1875. 

"John Leyden's own district has produced a volume of his poems and 
life worthy of him. . . . The supplementary memoir does justice to 
Leyden as a scholar, while gathering up a mass of interesting details 
regarding his Eastern career which have hitherto been scattered over 
many publications. Justice is also done to his little known translation 
work for the Bible Society. This standard edition . . ." — Edinburgh 
Daily Ileview, Dec. 8, 1875. 

" We have only to add that considerable credit is due to the printers 
of Kelso for turning out so excellent a specimen of typography, and for 
getting up the book in bo handsome a style." — Glasgow Herald, Dec. 11, 
1875. 

Lately Published, in Cloth Is 6d, Paper Cover Is, 

LEYDEN'S SCENES OF INFANCY, 

With a Biographical Sketch of Leyden's Life by Rev. W. W. Tulloch, 
A.M., Glasgow (formerly of Kelso). 
" It would be difficult to praise too highly the graceful and elegantly 
written memoir of the poet with which the Rev. W. W. Tulloch, one of 
the most scholarly and promising young divines in the Established 
Church of Scotland, has prefaced the work. Mr. Tulloch has a competent 
knowledge of the picturesque literary life of the time when Leyden, 
Campbell, Scott, Brown, Sidney Smith, Henry Mackenzie, Archibald 
Constable, and a brilliant host of authors and critics gave Edinburgh 
society its piquancy and charm. ,, — London Daily Telegraph, Sept. 3, 1875. 
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Handsomely bound in Cloth, a Second Edition with Photo, Portrait, Ss; 
extra, gilt edges, 4s, 

WATCHWORDS: 

Being the COLLECTED ADDRESSES of LORD POLWARTH. 

"These collected addresses of Lord Polwarth, issued daring fifteen 
years past as ' Watchwords for the New Year/ are now published in one 
volume, which we are glad to Bee has reached a second edition. They 
are full of gospel truth, clearly and simply expressed. The type is good, 
making the volume very suitable for the aged, to whom in its present 
form it will be of special service and value. The addresses can also be 
had separately, and should be largely used in tract distribution, being 
admirably adapted for general circulation by Christian workers." — The 
Christian, April 26, 1883. 



NEW YEAR ADDRESSES BY LORD POLWARTH. 

To be had separately* 

Come : An Address for 1869. 
(Out of print.) 

60 Forward : An Address 



for 1870. Sixteenth Thousand. 

Life : An Address for 1872. 
Second Ten Thousand 



Illuminated 

for 1878. 



An Address 



Far and Near : An Address 

for 1874. 

Work : An Address for 1876. 

Sure Mercies : An Address 
for 1877. 

I KbOW : An Address for 

187a 



Things Above : An Address 
for 1879. 



The Great Expectation: 

An Address for 1880. 

Darkness and Light : An 

Address for 1881. 

Be Still: An Address for 
188a 
Price One Penny Each. 



A Golden Sunset : An Ad- 
dress for 1884. Prices, Jd and Id. 

Rest : An Address for 1875. 
64 pages. Price 2d. 

Lately Published, making the Ninth 
Thousand, a Revised Issue of 

A Threefold Story. Prices, 

Id and 2d. 
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In Crown 8vo., cloth, Ss 6d, post free, 

The Gypsies of Yetholm: 

Historical, Traditional, Philological, and Humorous. 

Collected, Arranged, and Edited by William Brockie, Esq., Bishop 
Wearmouth, formerly Editor of the Border Watch, Kelso. 

The following are the 

Statistics. 

The Bad Old Times. 

First Settlement at Yetholm. 

Glee'd-Neckit Will Faa. 

King William H. 

King Charles and Queen Esther. 

The Queen's Coronation. 

The Queen as she was (with Portrait) 

Queen Esther's Funeral. 

Tent Life. 

Mellerstain Entries. 

Predatory Habits. 

Gypsy Gentlemen. 

John and Matthew Baillie. 

Fight at Lowrie'8 Den. 

Siege of Pennicuik House. 

The Dunbar Falls. 

The Northumbrian Paws. 

Fatal Skirmish on Eskdale Moor. 

Mary Yorkston. 

Jamie Strength (with Portrait), 

Gypsy Musicians and Anglers. 

Descendants of Meg Merrilies. 

The Gibsons. 

Geordie Faa. 

Royal Gypsy Marriage at St Boswells. 

VindictivenesB. 

Old Will of Phaup. 

Riding the Fair at Biggar. 

Gypsies Banished from Tweeddale. 

Horse-Stealing. 

Spartan-like Education. 

Honour amongst Thieves. 



principal contents: — 

Child-Stealing. 

Gypsy Cookery. 

Marriages and Divorces. 

Religion. 

Superstitions. 

Fortune-Telling. 

Funerals. 

Gymnastics. 

Mechanics. 

Gypsy Humour. 

The Tinkers of Caithness. 

The Gypsy Cant. 

Names. 

Gypsy Colonies. 

Reclamation of the Tribe. 

Present Condition of the Gypsies. 

Jean Gordon [Meg Merrilies.] 

Tarn Gordon. 

Will Rivens the Tinkler. 

Queen Esther in her 81st year. 

Johnnie Faa's Pursuit,or the Cuddy's 
Quick-step to Kirk Yetholm. 

The Drowned Faa— a Wooler Tra- 
dition. 

The Princess Helen's Spruce Visitor. 

Death of a Centenarian Gypsy King. 

An American Gypsy Queen's 
Funeral 

Jamie Allan, the Northumberland 
Piper (with Portrait). 

Reminiscences of Mr. Jas. Buchan, 
New York. 



Preparing, 

A few Sets in One Vol. of the Three Works on the Gypsies, 

Price 78 6d, post free. 
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THE 



f ethotm pfltarg of the ®%pm. 

Bt JOSEPH LUCAS, 

AUTHOR Or "STUDIES IN NIUDERDALE," ETC., ETC. 

Now Ready, illustrated with a Photo. Portrait and Autograph of 
Queen Esther and Wood Engraving of Yetholm, Crown 8vo t Cloth, 
3s 6d post free. 



The Author of this work has treated his subject with care and 
thoroughness. He visited Yetholm, and interviewed Queen Esther 
and other members of the Gypsy race ; he has become intimately ac- 
quainted with Gypsies in other parts of Scotland and in England ; he 
has ransacked the records of the British Museum, and corresponded with 
men who have signalized themselves for their knowledge of Gypsy 
history and derivation, in order to elucidate the mysterious origin and 
career of this strange race. He has made history tell all that it knows ; 
he has made philology cast a flood of light upon their Eastern descent 
and he has allowed tradition to tell its tale. He has described the 
wanderings, the persecutions, the splendour, and the wretchedness of 
the people. He has traced the ebb and flow of their fortunes in various 
lands, — in Asia, in Egypt, among the Romans, and through the Dark 
Ages, — and he has not overlooked their treatment in verse. 

The Photograph of Esther, the late reigning Queen of the Gypsies, and 
wood engraving of Yetholm (in which the Royal Residence is shown) 
ive additional interest to the Volume. 

The "Yetholm History of the Gypsies" will add considerably to the 
popular knowledge of the important Race of which it treats, and the 
Publishers are of opinion that it will take rank as a standard work upon 
the subject 

Lately Published, Crown 8vo, price Is, with Photo. Portrait, 

DAVID BLYTHE, the Gypsy King 

(BROTHER Or QUEEN ESTHER): 

A CHARACTER SKETCH. 

By CHARLES STUART (M.D., Eton.), of Chibnmdb. 
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Price St, pott free (Second Edition, with Portrait), 

Life and Times of Ham Thomson, 

Late Farmer, Over-Roxburgh. 
By his Son, the Ebv. J. THOMSON, Hawick. 

"If to be full of human interest is high merit in any book, then has 
Mr. Thomson, in giving to the world * the life and times' of his father, 
performed a meritorious task. We have read the volume through with- 
out stopping — a pretty sure sign that it has some ' glamour' in it. We 
do not say that it might not have been made better, by a little curtail- 
ment here and there, but just as it is, we are quite delighted to have it. 
For this is the first genuine attempt to pourtray the inner and outer life 
of a douce Roxburghshire farmer — one not of the well-known Dandie 
Dinmont type, but more akin, mentally and morally, to the Oromwellian 
Yeoman or New England Puritan, — steady, practical, and persevering, — 
fighting with and overcoming physical, moral, and spiritual difficulties* — 
shrewd, ready-witted, full of quaint humour, — at once religious, rational, 
and void of cant — a loyal subject, a liberal master, a loving husband, a 
judicious, kind father, a devotee to duty in all its ramifications, — a man 
whom it is a blessing to be connected with, an honour to know, an ad- 
vantage to any society to have in its midst, a burning and a shining 
light within the orbit he moves in. Such a man William Thomson seems 
to have been, and the Borderland which produced and nourished him has 
had and still has many such. But till now we have never had a correct 
portraiture of this truly noble class of honest, hearty, well-to-do, more 
than Arcadian Border farmers, drawn by a hand competent to the work. 
The minister of St. Mary's has braced himself to it as a labour of love, 
and every reader with a spark of genuine feeling will thank him for what 
he has done." — Sunderland Times. 

" Its whole story — and many such in Scotland could be written — is 
that of a robust Scotchman, having been born and brought up in humble 
circumstances, raising himself by industry, perseverance, and frugality 
to the position of one of the most successful of tenant farmers." — North 
British Agriculturist, Aug. 4, 1875. 

" Were we to characterize this valuable contribution to Border literature, 
we should say that a welcome geniality chiefly distinguishes it. It is a 
large volume of 360 pages, neatly bound in cloth, and altogether got up 
in a style that reflects the highest credit on all concerned." — Hawick 
Advertiser. 
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Price 2s 6d, 

LIFE OF JAMES SCOTT, Esq. 

Of AUanshawB, Roxburghshire, and Pastoral Farmer, Rom-shire. 
By his Son-in-law, the Eev. J. THOMSON, Hawick. 



Lately Published, Price 2s 6d, post free, 

^HE j"kl^OE£ Of THE J?AF(Jrt ;' 

OR, TEN THOUSAND AND A FARM. 
By the Bbv. JOHN THOMSON, Hawick. 

This work deals with the agricultural interest, the characters 
being all concerned in the cultivation of the soil or the management of 
stock; while the plot secures and sustains the interest of the reader 
independent of the occupations of the actors. 



Lately Published, Prices, post free, 2s 6d and Is 6d, 

THE BORDER BREEDS OF SHEEP. 

By JOHN USHEK, Stodbig, Kelso, 

Secretary to the Bobdkr Union Agricultural Society. 

The issues profusely illustrated with photo, portraits of celebrated sheep 

are completely sold out. 



Lately Published, Price Ss, post free, 

Rambles in the Nev World. 

By JOHN CLAY, Jun., Esq. 

Being a Series of Papers contributed to the North British Agriculturist 
and the Kelso Chronicle. 
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The Stack-yard and Barn Book. 

The object of this book is to help farmers to keep an accurate account 
of the grain grown, thrashed, and sold ; the whole being so arranged as 
to show the size of each field, the number of stacks obtained from it, the 
time when thrashed, the amount of good and light grain produced, the 
date and manner of disposal, the price and net receipts, also the yield 
per acre of each field ; while some supplementary pages show the con- 
-sumpt of grain on the farm. 

The Stack-yard and Barn Book has now been in use for over 30 years 
in the district, and from its first issue — then very imperfect — it has 
undergone in its successive editions various improvements, till it has 
reached its present complete form ; the general opinion of the farming 
community being that its many useful and interesting details are eluci- 
•dated with great simplicity. Wherever it has been used it has proved a 
great convenience and satisfaction. 

This issue contains an important suggestion and model to farmers on the 
subject of Annual Balances by the late Mr. James Boberton, Ladyrig. 

Prices, post free — Made of the best paper and Stoutly Half-bound in 
Oalf , 3s 6d, 5s 6d, and 7s 6d. 

The sets quoted above are intended for the farmer's private use, but a 
thinner book, less stoutly bound and without the model balance and some 
of the auxiliary pages, is got up for the steward's keeping. Price, post free, 
2s 6d. 



Supplementary to the Stack-yard and Barn Book is issued 

The Qrtmairy Stock Book, 

For the Steward or Manager's keeping — showing what has become of the 
■corn, the stock on hand, Ac — a record and voucher. Prices, stoutly 
half-bound, post free, 2s 6d and 4s 6d. 

Publishers to the Border Union Agricultural Society, 
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Workers' Time and Wage Books. 



Drawn np for Weekly Accounts — 
the most useful for small farms — 
Is each and upwards. 



Drawn up for Monthly Accounts— 
the most useful for large farms — 
Is 9d each and upwards. 



The Weekly book, while primarily suitable for Weekly Accounts, can 
be used with equal facility for Fortnightly, Monthly, or Half- Yearly 
Settlements. 

Reapers' Time and Wage Table. 

On a Sheet for Harvest Labour. Price, post free, 6d. 

" A very useful document for such farmers as out their crops by time." 
— Scottish Farmer. 



Various Special Styles of Time and Wage Books and Tables. 



NEW SERIES OF 

Live Stock Books. 

N Lately Published, 

SHEEP (System for Hill Farms). New and greatly improved issue. 
Large oblong 4to. size, price, post free, 3s 6d. 

SHEEP (System for Arable Farms). New and greatly improved issue. 
Large oblong 4to. size, prices, post free, 4s 6d and 6s 6d. 

CATTLE, with Supplementary Pages for Swine Account. Oblong 
4to. size, price, post free, 4s 6d. 

SHEPHERDS' MONTHLY RETURN SHEETS, Is per Dozen; 7s 6d 
per 100. 

Special Agricultural, Game, and Time Books and Sheets prepared 
to suit Farms and Estates. 



Note. — All Corn, Labour, and Stock Books are accompanied by Printed 
Headings and Keys showing their manner of working. 



FORESTERS' TIME BOOKS, 

As used on the Roxburghe, Mertoun, and Monteviot Estates. 
Publishers to Jhe Border Union Agricultural Society. 
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Lately Published, Demy 8vo. 9 price $d each, 

Qov&tt Itiifltt Agricultural gotltty f trturtf 

No. L 

The Reforms needed in our Agricultural and Lease- 
hold System^ and the steps necessary for 

carrying tfiem into effect 
By ROBERT H. ELLIOT op Clifton Park. 

With Remarks by 
Messrs. J. Soon Dudgeon, J. Henderson, John Brown, and £. Habdon. 

No. n. 

On Laying down Permanent Pastures, and the 

Grasses suitable for Alternate Husbandry. 

By ROBERT H. ELLIOT. 

With Remarks by 

Sir G. EL S. Douglas, and Messrs. John Usher, R. Roberton, J. Soott 

DudgeoN) C. Faunoe db Laune, R. V. Mather, and A. Brothbrston. 

m. 
The Benefits that might result from the application 
of the Co-Operative Principle to the Purchase 
and Distribution of the Supplies Wanted by 
Farmers. 

By J. S. DUDGEON, Longnbwton Place, St. Boswells. 

With Remarks by 
Messrs. T. Gibbon, Haymount ; J. Turnbull, Lempitlaw Eastfield ; John 
Usher, Stodrig ; J. Clay, Kerchesters ; R. Ross, Rutherford ; and 
the Chairman (R. H. Elliot, Esq. of Clifton Park). 

The succeeding Lectures will be published immediately after delivery, 

A large selection of publications on all branches of AGRICULTURE, 
FORESTRY, and GARDENING. 

Publishers to the Border Union Agricultural Society. 
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Lately Published, price 3s 6d, post free, profusely Illustrated, 

KELSO AND ITS ASSOCIATION : 

A HISTOKY AND A GUIDE, 

TO WHICH 18 ADDED THE 

History of the Bise and Progress of the Kers of Oessford (now 

Dukes of Boxburghe), Notes on the Plants and Birds of the 

District, Hap of the Town, and many Illustrations. 



CONTENTS. 



Eblso : Name and Derivation— Antiquity 
and History. 

Roxburgh : Mint and Coins. 

Bridges : Sir William Fairbairn — Bridge 
Riots— Show Ground— "Edie Ochil- 
tree." 

The Abbey : Rise of the Douglas Family 
—The Abbey Ruin— The Boy Walter 
Scott, and the Ballantynes— The 
Knoxes. 

The Churchyard : Former Disgraceful 
State of— "Beardie's" House and 
Grave— Hanging of Hialop and Wallace. 

Modern Kelso : Palmer the Printer, a 
"Blackneb" — Prince Charlie at Kelso. 

The Town Hall : "John Anderson, my 
Jo"— The "CunzieNeuk"— The '•Bull 
Ring," Ac. 

Roxburgh Street: The "Horse Shoe" 
— Terrace, Museum and Library— Site 
of Wester Kelso and its Cross. 

Floors Castle and Gardens : Incidents 
— Montrose at Kelso, Ac. 

Bowmont Street : Dr Horatius Bonar. 

Horse Market— Theatre, Ac. 

Wood and Coal Markets. 



Shedden Park, Cemetery, and Robe- 
bank. 

The Cross Keys and Ednau House: 
Dickson of "The Havanah"— Burns 
at Kelso— Kelso Races. 

Some Fragments of History: Queen 
Mary— Covenanters— Jacobites— Fires 
—Queen's Visit. 

"Mobbing and Rioting:" Kelso's noto- 
riety for— Antiquity of its Burghal 
Constitution— Its Galalaw. 

The Border Cave of Adullam : Cheva- 
lier Johnston — Murray of Broughton — 
Episcopalians — " Black-Nebs"— Quak- 
ers— Border Bowmen— Stage Players, 
Ac 

Burning of the Roman Catholic 
Chapel. Story of the. 

Trade and Manufactures. 

Conveyance : Early Coaches, Ac. 

The Neighbourhood and Walks and 
Drives : Ednam and Lyte the Hym- 
nist — Newton Don — Hume Castle — 
Wooden Glen. 

The Kelso Arms. 

Population. 



APPENDIX. 

Plan of the Town. 

The Story of the House of Roxburghe— The Kers of Cessford— Floors and the 

House of Roxburghe— Cessford Castle. 
Notes on the Plants and Birds of the District. 

Extra full page Illustrations in 3s Qd issue. 
Slezer's Views of Kelso Abbey, 1690 (reduced). 
Cardonel's View of Roxburgh Castle, 1788 (reduced). 
Tomb of the Sootts in Kelso Churchyard (Photo.) 
Cessford Castle, and Interior of the Keep (2 Views). 
The Heir of John Duke of Roxburghe and his Cronies. 
Subscription List— Building of the First Bridge of Kelso, 1752 (reduced). 
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$gap of the f outhern ®omt\t$ f 

(Roxburgh, Berwick, Selkirk, and part of Northumberland), 
Carefully compiled by J. Bartholomew, Edinburgh, F.R.G.S., from the- 
Ordnance Surrey Plans, on the scale of one-third of an inch to the mile. 
For beauty of engraving and geographical accuracy, this Map surpasses 
any County Map of the District ever yet published — it forms an excel- 
lent Hunting Map. Price, Mounted on Oloth, done up with a Sketch 
Map of the District, Ac., and an accompanying Epitome of country 
information for the use of tourists, anglers, and sportsmen, in a handy 
Case for the Pocket, 2s 6d. 



" It has been executed with Mr. Bartholomew's usual accuracy and 
beauty of engraving." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 



R U T H E R F U R D' S 

GUIDE and TRAVELLING MAPS of the BORDER COUNTIES. 



No. I— BERWICKSHIRE, 

In Cover, with 7 pages of Letterpress Notes. Price 8d. 

No. IL— ROXBURGHSHIRE, 

In Cover, with 7 pages of Letterpress Notes. Price 8d. 

No. Ill— SELKIRKSHIRE, 

In Cover, with 3 pages of Letterpress Notes. Price 6d. 



Published Annually in December, price 2d, by post 3d, 

THE BORDER ALMANAC. 

This is not a mere Calendar, or ordinary provincial publication, but an 
issue containing much original and antiquarian matter relating to the 
eastern Borders. The early issues are now very scarce, and bring a high 
price in the market, and of so -much importance is it considered that 
demands are annually made for it from the publisher by the cum privilego 
British Museum Library, London, and the Advocates' Library, Edinburgh. 



THE BORDER POCKET BOOK AND DIARY. 

Prices, 28 to 4* 6d, post free. 
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